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My Efteem'd FRIEND 


THOMAS BOTE LER, E 
28 : 8 O U have a natural Right to this Piece, fence 


2 5 by your Advice 1 attempted the Revival of it 
5 with Alterations. Nothing but the Power of 


= 6 
1 > 
N 
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me to ſo bold an Undertaking. 1 found that the 


5 New-modelling of this Story wou'd force me ſometimes on the” 


difficult Taſk of making the chiefeſft Perſons ſpeak ſomething lite 


their Characters, on Matter whereof F had no Ground in my _ 3 
 Autbor. Lear's.real and Edgar's pretended; Madneſs baue jo: 
much ef extravagant Nature (I know not how to expreſs it. 


as could. never  hawe ſtarted, but from our Shakeſpear's. 


Creating Nancy. The Images and Languages are ſo od an 


ferprifing, and yet. ſo agreeable and proper, that whilſt we: 
graut that none but Shakeſpear could have form'd ſuch Con- 


_ 2 ; yet wwe are ſatisfied that they were the only Things in 
the World that augbt to be ſaid on theſe Occofians, I found. 
1he Whole to anſwer your Aicount of it, a Heap of Fexvels un- 


ftrung, and unpoliſ di; yet ſo dazzling in their Diſorder. that 


1 ſoon perceiv'd I had ſeix d a Treaſure, 'Twas my good Ton- 
tune to light on one Expedient to refify what was quanting _ 
in the Regularity and Probability of the Tale, which was 


to run through the M, bole, a Love betwwixt Edgar and Cor- 


delia; that never chang'd Mord with each other in the Ori- 


ginal. This renders Condelia's Ind ference, and her Father's 


| Paſſion in the firſt Scene, probable. It likewiſe gives Coun- 


tenance to Fdgar's Diſguiſe, mating that a generous Defign 
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892 Us your Perſua ſions, and my Zeal for all the 
| NF; Remains of Shakeſpear, cou d have wrought 


that was before a poor Shift toiſume his Life, The Diſtreſs 
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DEDICATION. 


ge Occofion of a new Scene or Two, of more Succeſs (per- 


haps) than Merit. This Method neceſſarily threw me on 


 ruking the Tale conclude in a Succeſs to the innocent di- 
Ates Perſons : Otheraviſe I muſt have incumbered the 


Stage with dead Bodies, which Candudt mates many Tragedics 


conclude <vith unſeaſonable Fefls. Yet was Eavrack'd with 
o ſmall Fears for fo bold a Change, till I found it well re- 

id by my Audience; and if this wwill net ſatisfy the 

EKxeader, I can produce an Authority that queſionleſs autil. 


Neither is it of ſo Trivial an Undertaking 
Ar. Dryd. to make a Tragedy end happily, for tis 


Pref. to the more difficult to ſave than *tis to kill: the 
Spaniſh Friar, Dagger and the Cup of Poiſon are always 
"M0 8 ö but to bring the Action to 
the laſt Extremity, and then by probable Means to reco- 
ver All, will require the Art and Judgment of a Writer, 
and coit him many a Pang in the Performance. 
I babe one Thing more to apologize for, which is, that 
I have und leſs Dunintmefſs of Expreſſion even in the neweſb. 
Parti of this Play, I confeſs, it was Defign in me, partly. 
to comply with my Author's Style, to make the Scenes of a_ 
Piece, and partly to give it ſome Reſemblance of the Time and. 
' Perſons here repreſented. This, Sir, I ſubmit wholly to you, 


in 


who are both a Judge aud Maſter of Style. Nature bad ex- 
empted you before you went Abroad from the Moroſe Satur- 
nine Humour of our Country, and you brought Home the Re- 


Jmneadneſs of Travel without the Affectation. Many Faults 
Iſee in the following Pages, and queſtion not but yeu will 
diſcover more; yet I will preſume ſo far on your Friendfbip, | 

- 3, make the Whale a Preſent to you, and ſubſcribe my- 


Four obliged Friend 


and humble Servant, 


N. Tate. 


of the Story is evidently heightened by it! and it particubarly 
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PROLOGUE. 


I NCE by Miſtakes your beft Delights are made, 
(For &en your Wives can pleaſe in Maſquerade) 
 *Twere worth our while lade drawn you in this Day 
: By anew Name to our old honeft Play; e 
a But he that did this Evening's Treat prepare 2 
' Bluntly reſolv d before-hand to declare 
Dur Entertainment ſhould be moſt old Fare. 
Yet hopes, fince in rich Shakeſpear's Foil it grew, 7 
*T will reliſh yet, with thoſe whoſe Ta aſtes are —— LN 
And his Ambition is to pleaſe a Few. "= 
ff then this Heap of Flaw'rs fball chance to wert 
Freſh Beauty in the Order they now bear, f 
Even this is Shakeſpear's Bi 2765 ; each Ruflich hntws 4 
Mongſt plenteous Flaw'rs a Garland to compoſe, . | 
** Which ſtrung by his coarſe Hand may fairer 2 
But *twas a. Power Divine firſt made em grow, 
= Why ſhou'd theſe Scenes lie bid, in which we find 
M] bat may at once divert and teach the Mind; 
Morals were always proper for y Stage, 
But are ev'n neceſſary in this 
: Poets muſt take the Churches bone Trade,. 
Since Prieſts their Province of Intrigue invade; 
But we the worſt in this Exchange have got, 
In vain our Poets preach, while Churchmen plot: 


. 


* 
r „ ee A e 0 F 4 ath abs POTEN ed 
| | | : 


The 


Th Pr RS ONS... 


7 ING Lear, Mr. Betterton, , .. op 
ö Clſter, . | ; Mr i Lo. 5 2. 2. 
"Kane, Mr. Willſbire: Danse, 


Eker, W Sand u þþ 
10 qd M Mr. Jo. Willams, Eon | 
Formal, Mr. Norris. 
Albany, 5 8 ts Mr. Booman. 5 


| Bogunh, - | 
Gentleman Uſher, 1 Mr. Jeu. e 
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Why Baſtard, wherefore Baſe, when I can boaſt 
A Mind as gen'rous, and a Shape as true 


Take fiercer Qualities than what compound. 
T iy. * en of the _ e bed. L. 


Enter Baſtard ſolus. 


JIE HOU Nature art my Goddeſs; 0 
thy Law 
My Services are bound 3 why am 5 


+. then = 1 
Depriv'd of a Son's Right, becauſo: : 
Leame not _ N 


5 10 


In the Jul Road Sint Cuſtom has preſcrib'd * 


As honeſt Madam's Iſſue? Why are we: 
Held Baſe, who in the luſty Stealth of Naas 
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+ And Time yet clear the Duty of your Son. 


BD Po curie in Age the Pleaſure of my-Youth. 


. Hjsrony of 


Well then, legitimate Ezg4r, to thy Right Ne 
Of Law I will oppoſe a Baſtard's Cunning, 
Our Father's Love is to the Baſtard Edmund 
As to legitimate Edgar; with Succeſs 
Pve pra 25 'd yet on both their eaſy Natures : | 
Here comes the old Man, chaf d with th' I »formation: 
Which laſt I forg'd againſt my Brother Fagar; 
A Tale fo plaufible, ſo boldly utter d. 
And heighten'd by ſuch lucky Accident, 
That now the ſlighteſt Citcumſtance confirms him, ; 
And baſe born Eamund ſpight of Law inherits. „ 
Enter Een and Gloſter. . 
Cb. Nay, good my Lord, your Charity. 
© erſhoors itſelf, to plead in his Behalf ;. 
You are yourſelf a * and may feel 
7 The Sting of Diſobedience from a Son. | 
Firſt- born and beſt-belov'd : O Villain Edgar ? 
Kent. Be pot too raſh; all may be Forgery, 


Gloſt. Plead with the Seas, and reaſon down the Winds, 
Yet ſhalt thou ne'er convince me: I have ſeen 
II foul Defigns through all a Father's Fondneſs: 8 

But be this Light and thou my Witneſſes, 

That I diſcard him here from my Poſſeſlions, 

Divorce him from my Heart, my Moog, and Name, 

Baſt, It works as I cou'd wiſh; I'll ſhew myſelf. : 
Clas. Ha! Eomuid'!-welcome Boy. O Kent, ſee here- 
Inverted Nature, Glofter's Shame and Glory: . 

This By born, the wild Sally of my Youth, 

3 me with all filial Offices; fy 
W hil& Zagar, beg'd of Heaven, and born! in Honour, 
Draws Plagues on my white Head, that urge me Rill =D 


# | 


Nay, weep not, Edmund; for thy. Brother 8 Crimes. e 

O generous Boy { thou Mart but half his Blood. 
Vet lov'ſt beyond the Kindnefs of a Brother: EY 
Bat-Fil reward thy Virtue. Follow me. 

My Lord, you wait the King, who comes reſol d 

To quit the Toils of Empire, and divide 
His Realms amongſt his Dangheors, ge bed it "I 8 
* much I Teas the, . N 
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\ ng . E 4 R. 
Kent. 1 grieve to ſee him e 
Wich- ſuch wild Stars of Paſſion hourly leis d, e ee 


As render Majefty, between itſelf. 
__ Gloft, Alas! tis the Iafirmity of his Age: 4 e . 


Vet has his Temper ever been unfixt, 
Cho rick and ſudden ; 5 hark, they approach. 


I Exeunt Gloſt. and Ball | 

Flourifh. Enter da Sanna Albany, Burgundy, Edgar, 
Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, Edgar n to Cann 
at Entrazce. Fl 
Edgar. Cordelia, Royal Fair, turn yet once mo e, 15 


And e' er ſucceſsful Burgundy receive 


The Treaſure of thy Beauties from the King, 89 * 
E'er happy Burgundy for ever fold Thee... Do” 
Caft back one pitying Look on wretched Edgar.” 

. Cord. Alas! what wou'd the weicheg oe wich R 
The. more unfortunate Cordelia, 4 


3 Who in Obedience to a Father's Will - 


Flies from her Edgar's Arms to Berga * Xu 
Lear. Attend my Lords of HOP and Cormaalh, k 

With Piincely Burgundy. 8 | 
Alb. We do, my Liege. TY 
Lear. Give me this 61 Lords, we have 


In Three our Kingdom, having now reſoly'd. r 
To diſengage from our long Toil of State 5 
Conferring all upon your younger Years; N 
Vou Burgundy, Cornwall and Albany, of + £2554 
Long in our Court have made your amorous Sojourn, 


And now are to be anſwer'd.— Tell me, my Daughterhs 5 


Which of you loves us moſt, that we may place 


Our largeſt Bounty with our largeſt Merit. 5 


| _ Goneril, Sur Eldeſt-born, ſpeak firſt. 


Gon. Sir, I do love you more than Words can utter, : 


Beyond What can be valu?& Rich, or Rare: 
Nor Liberty, nor Sight, Health, Fame, or Beauty, 

Are half ſo dear; my Life for you were vile: 
As much as Child can love the beſt of Fathers. 


Lear, Of all theſe Bounds; e' en from this Line to r i 


With fhady Foreſts, and wide-ftirted Meads, THAW 


We make thee Lady; to thine and Albany Ame 1 ] 


De this 1 wack our r ſecond Rd Daughter . 
_- e buy ix 0d begs * +11 


hy 


yo The. HrsToRy. of 
My Siſter, Sir, in Part, expreſt my Love.; 
For Rep ch as hers, is mine, though more extended: 
Senſe has no other joy that I can reliſh, 
I have my All in my dear Liege's Love. 
Lear. Therefore to thee and thine Hereditary 

Remain this.ample Third of our fair Kingdom. 

Cor. Now comes my Trial, how am I diftreſt ! r fide. 
hat maſt with cold Speech tempt the Chol'rick King 
Rather to leave me Dowerleſs, than candemn me 
To loath'd Embraces. 

Tear. Speak now our laſt, not leaſt in our dear Love, 
So ends my Taſk of State Cordelia, ſpeak. 
What canſt thou ſay to win a richer Third 
Than what thy Siſters gain'd? 
Cord. Now muſt my Love in Words, fall ſhort of . 
„ As much as it exceeds in Truth Nothing, my Lord. 
Lear. Nothing can come of Nothing, ſpeak — 
Cord. Unhappy am I that I cannot diſſemble: 
Sir, as I ought, I love your Majeſty, 
No more, nor leſs. 
Luar. Take heed, Cordelia 1 3 
Thuy Fortunes are at ſtake, fal. e, 
And mend. thy Speech a little. 
. Coxd. O my Liege. ITE 

You gave me Being, bred me, dearly.love me, 
And I return my Duty as Loughht; 

Obey you, love you, add moſt honour. you; 5 
Why have my Siſters Huſbands, if they i you Ms. * 
Haply when F:ſhall: wed, the Lord whoſe Hand 

Shall take my Plight, will carry half my Love; 

For I ſhall never marry like my Siſters, 

To love my Father all. 94 
Zear. And goes thy Heart with this 

Tis ſaid that I am Chol'rick. Judge me, Gods, 

Is there not cauſe ? Now, Minion, I perceive 
The Truth of what has been ſuggeſted to us; 

Thy Fondneſs for the Rebel Son of Glofter, 
Falſe to his Father, as thou art to my Hopes: 
And oh! take heed, raſh Girl, leſt we comply 

With thy fond Wiſhes, which thou wilt too late 

Repent ; for know our Nature cannot brock 
A Child ſo young, and fo ungentile. 1 
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Gerd. So young, my Lord, and true. 
1 Lear, Thy Truth then be thy Dow'r ; 
For by the facred Sun, and ſolemn Night, 
I here diſclaim all m * aternal Care, 
And from this Minute hold thee as a stranger 
Both to my Blood and Favour, | 
Kent. This is Frenzy. 
7 Conſider, good my Liege 
L.iear. Peace, Rent; 
Come not between a Dragon au his Rage; 3 
I lov'd her moſt, and in her tender Truſt 
{ Deſign'd to have beſtow d my Age at Eaſe: 
So be my Grave my Peace, as here I give 
My Heart from her, and with-it all my Wealth, 
My Lords of Cornwall and of 3 
I do inveſt you Jointly with full Right 
In this fair Third, Cordelia's forfeit DoW'r. 
Mark me, my Lords, obſerve our laſt Reſolve; 
Our Self, attended with an hundred Knights, 
7 Will make Abode with you in monthly Courſe ; 
The Name alone of King remain with me, 
Your's be th' Execution and the Revenues. 
2 This is our final Will; and to confirm it, 
IT] uis Coronet 2 15 between 8 55 : 
Kent. Royal bm de RY 
Whom I hits ever honour'd as my Ki EL 
; Lov'd as my Father, as my Mafteg follow'd, 57 1g 
> And, as my Patron, thought on in m Prayers 1 
Lear. Away, the Bow is bent, make from the Shaft. 
Z © Kent, No, let it fall, and drench within my Heart: 
Be Kew unmannerly When Lear is mad ; 
> Thy youngeſt Daughter: ?: 
Lear. On thy Life no more. 
Kent. What wilt thou do, old Man ? dd Pye L 
Lear. Out of my Sight. l ag HER 
| Kent, See better firſt e 
Lear. Now by the Gods —? 
Kent. Now by the Gods, raſh King, bon feaſt 8 
Lear. Ha, Traitor! 0 train. 
Kent. Do, kill thy Phyſician, rr ” 
salle theo TO, with my lateſt Breath. MIT. 


72 The. Hisfory: * 


I'll thunder in thine Ear my juſt Complaint, 
And tell Thee to thy Face that thou doſt ill. 
Lear. Hear mg, raſh Man; on thy Allegiance hear me: 
Since thou haſt ſtriven to make Us — our Won 511010 
And preſt between our Sentence and ouyPow'r, 
Which nor our Nature, nor our. Place can bear, W 
We baniſh thee for ever from our. Sight e 
And Kingdom: If when three Pays are en. 15 
Thy hated Trunk be found in our Dominions, 
That Moment is thy Death. Away. 
Ear. Why fare ber well, Zong + fince thou art reſoly'd, E 
I take thee at thy Word, and will not ſtay | 
To ſee thy Fall: The Gods protect the Maid In cf a7 
That truly thinks, and has moſt juſtly ſaid. 
Thus to new Climates my. old Truth I bear; 
Friendſhip lives hence, and Baniſhment is here. (ai | 
Lear. Now, - Burgundy, you ſee her Price is fallen; 
Vet if the Fondneſs of your Paſſion ſtill ar 
Affects her as ſhe ſtands, Dow'rleſs, and loſt 
In our Eſteem, ſhe's yours ; take her, or leave her. 
Burg. Pardon me, Royal Lear, I but deniand. 
The Low'r yourſelf propos'd, and here I take 
Cor delia by the Hand, Ducheſs of Burgundy. 
Lear. Then leave her, Sir; for by a Father's Rage 
I cell you all her Wealth. Away. 
Burg. Then, Sir, be pleas'd to charge the Breach 
Of our Alliance on your own Will, 
Not mp-Incovftancy. 64 
[Exeunt.” Manent Edgar and Cordelia." WF, 
Fax. Has Heav'n then weigh'd the Merit of my oe, 
Or is t the Raving of my ſickly Thought? 
Cou'd Burgundy b orego ſo rich a Prize, 
And leave her to deſpairing Eagar's Arms? 
Have I thy Hand, Cordelia? Do I claſp it? 
The Hand that was this Minute to have join'd 
My hated Rival's ? Do I kneel before thee, 
. And offer at thy Feet my. panting Heart? 
Smile, Princeſs, and convince me; for as yet | 
I doubt, and dare not truſt the dazzling Jer. 
Cord. Some Comfort yet, that twas no vicious det 
That has l me of a Father's Garber, 'SL 35 : 
. 4 5 


me: 


olw'd, 


Bur 


But merely want of that which makes me Rich 


| Richer in Virtue than the Stars in Light; 


With thy Acceptance, at thy Feet he lays em. fas 
Fa, my Cordelia] doſt thou turn away? 
| What have I done t' offend thee ? 


Has oft permitted me ſo to offend. 


1 was the darlin 8 Daughter of a King, 
Nor can I now fo 


And trouble me upon this Theme no more. 


The Wave that with ſurpriſing Kindneſs brought 
And left me mourning on the barren Shore. 3 
Cord. This Baſenefs of th'ignoble Burgundy, [ Sides I 
And he but with more Com Kae diſſemble; 5 
But if his Love be fixt, ſuch conſtant 8 


My Heart as grateful to his Truth ſhall be, 


King L E AR. Wo 


In wanting it; a ſmooth profeſſing tongue: 
O Siſters! I am loath to call your Fault 
As it deſerves ; but uſe our Father well, 
And wrong'd Cordelia never ſhall repine. 


Eds. O heav'nly Maid! that art thyſelf thy Dow' * 
If Eagar's humble Fortunes may be grac'd 


Cord. Talk' t of Love. 
Eag. Then I've offended oft; Cor delia too 


Cord. When, Edgar, I permitted your aadreſte, 


rget my Royal Birth, 
And live dependant on my Lover's Fortune; 
J cannot to ſo low a Fate ſubmit; 


And therefore ſtudy to forget your Paſſion, 


Eag. Thus Majeſty takes moſt State in Diftreſs!. 
How are we toſt on Fortune's fickle Flood ! 


The dear Wreck to my Arms, has ſnatch't it back 


Draws juſt Suſpicion on the Race of Men ; 
His Love was Int'reſt, ſo may Eqdgar's be, 


If fo, I ſhall oblige him by denying : 
As warms our Breaſts, if ſuch I find his Paſſion, 


And could Cordelia prove as kind as He. [Exit. 
Enter Baſtard haſtily, 5 
Ba aft. Brother, I've found you in a lucky Minute ; ;" 
Fly and be ſafe, ſome Villain has incens d 
Our Father againſt your Life. 


eee bet ho | mare cruel. © 
- ef Hear me, Sir, your Life, you ih in danger. 


& 0 b Fs 


14 We History of 
Eq. A Reſolve ſo ſadden, 
And of ſuch black Importance ! 

Bajt. 'T'was not ſudden, 
Some Villain has of long time laid a Train. 

Edg. And yet perhaps twas but — Coldneſs, | 
To try how far my Paſſion would purſue. 

Ba/jt. He hears me not! wake, wake, *. 
Eag. Say ye, Brother 
No Ten good Edmund, if th'haſt brought me Tidings 
To ſtrike me dead, for Charity delay not; 
That preſent will befit ſo kind a Hand. 

Bajt. Your Danger, Sir, comes on ſo faſt, 

That I want Time t' inform you; but retire 
Whilſt I take care to turn the preſſing Stream. 

O Gods! For Heaven's ſake, Sir. 

Ede. Pardon me, Sir, a ferious Thought 
Had ſeiz'd me; but I think you talk'd of - 
And wiſh'd me to retire : Muſt all our Vows 


ud nus ?—Friend, I obey you—O Cordelia. [Exit. 


Baſt. Ha! ha fond "ng ſuch credulous Honeſty | 
Leflens the Glory of my Artifice ; ; 
His Nature is fo far from doing Wrongs, 
That he ſuſpects none: If this Letter ſpeed, 
And paſs for Edgar's, as himſelf would own 
The Counterfeit, but for the foul Contents, 


. Abe my Deſigns are perfect. Here comes Glier. 


Enter Gloſter. 

Gf. Stay, Edmund, turn ; what Paper were you 
Baß. A Trifle, Sir. . 2 ? 
%%. What needed then that terrible Diſpatc of it 

Into your Pocket? Come, produce it, Sir. | 
, Baſt. A Letter from my Brother, Sir ; I had 
Jult broke the Seal, but knew not the Contents; 
Vet, fearing they might prove to blame, | 
Endeavour to conceal it from your Sight. 


Gleft. Tis Eagar's Character. 5 SY 


This Policy if Fathers is intolerable, that keeps our For- Y 


tunes from us till Ave will not ſu Fer us to enjoy 
them; I am weary of the Tyranny : Come to me, 
that of this I may ſpeak more. V your Father would 
Sleep till I waked him, you ſhould enjoy vey his Poſ- 
7 Jr and live belev'd of your Brother Edgar. 


Sleep till I wake'd him ! you ſhould enjoy 


Can bode no leſs ; Love cools, and Friendſhip fails, 
In Cities Mutiny, in Countries Diſcord, 


3 Find out the Villain; do it carefully, 
And it ſhall loſe thee Nothing. bs jo Exit. 


I'll throw in one Proof more, and that a bold one; 
III place old G/ fer where he ſhall o'er-hear us 


That will ſucceſsful Villainy decline? (Brit. 


10 this Diſguiſe, where thou doſt ſtand cohdemn'd, 


„Ken I can keep 3 Counſel, mar a curious Tale TY 
on og, deliver a Plain Meſſage bluntly 3 that W ich 


King L E A R. 15 


Half his Poſſeſſions !=—= Ezgar to write this 
'Gainft his indulgent Father! Death and Hell! 
Fly, Edmund, ſeek him out; wind me into him, 
That I may bite the Traytor's Heart, and fold 
His bleeding Entrails on my vengeful Arm. 
Baſt, Perhaps *twas writ, mv 1Lard, to prove my Virtue, 
G/2/?. Theſe late Eclipſes of the Sun and Moon 


The Bond of Nature crackt 'twixt Son and F 'ather : 
Baſt. So now my Project's firm; but to make ſure 


Confer of this Deſign; whilſt, to his thinking, 
Deluded Edgar ſhall accuſe himſelf. | 
Be Honefty my Int'reſt, and I can 

Be Honeſt ng And what Saint ſo Divine, 


Enter Kent diſpuis'd. 
K ent. Now baniſh'd Kent, if thou canſt pay thy Duty : 


Thy Maſter Lear ſhall find thee full of Labours. 
Enter Lear attended. 
1 In there, and tell our Daughter we are here. 
Now, What art thou? : 
Kent. A Man, Sir. F< 
J ear. What doſt thou orofels. or would'ſt with us? 
Kent. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem, to ſerve 


him truly that puts me in Truſt, to love him that's ho- 
3 neſt, to converſe with him that's wiſe and ſpeaks liche, to 
1 fight when I can't chuſe, and to eat no Fiſh. 


Lear. I lay, what art thou ? 


Kent. Avery honeſt- hearted F ellow, and as poor as the 
King. 


Lear. T hen art t thou poor indeed, — What canſt thou 
do? 
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ordinary Men are fit for, I am qualified ir in; and the beſt — 


of me is L iligence. 
Lear. Follow me; thou ſhalt ſerve me. 
Enter one of Goneril's Gentlemen. 
a Now, Sir ? 


Cent. 1 Kent runs aſter him. 
Lear. What ſays the Fellow? Call me the Clodpole back. 


Att. My Lord, I know not , but methinks your High- | 


neſs is entertain'd with lender Ceremony. 
Servant, He ſays, my Lord, your Daughter is not well. 
Lear. Why came not the e back when I called 
him ? 


: that he would not. 
Ne enter Gentleman bright in by Kent. 
Lear. | hope our Daughter aid x not 0 inſtract . 


3 | Now, who am I, Sir? 


Gent. My Lady's Father. 


—_ Lear. My Lord's Knave. - —-—- er bin. 


Goneril at the Entrance. 
Gor: By Day and N ight 3 this is inſ ufferable, 
Iwill not bear it. 
Tear. Now, Daughter, why that Frontlet on? 
Speak, does that Frown become our Preſence? 
Sent. I'll not be ſtruck, my Lord. 8 
Kent. Nor tript neither, thou vile Civet-box. 
[Strikes up his Heels. 
Daw Sir, this licentious Inſolence of your Servants | 
Is mot unſcemly: hourly they break out 1 
In Quarrels bred ; by making this known to you, 
I thought to have had Redreis, but find too late 
That you protect and countenance their Outrage; 
And therefore, Sir, I take this Freedom, which 
Neceſlity makes diſcreet. 
Lear. Are you our Daughter? 
Gon, Come, Sir, let me intreat you to make uſe 
Cf your Diſcretion, and put off betimes | 
1 bl Diſpoſition that of late transforms you 
F rom What you rightly are, 


Lear, Does any here no me ? W by, this 15 not 3 


Does | 


Serv. My Lord, he 1 064 1 me 1 'th' ſurlieſt Manner, -1 
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Does Lear walk thus? Speak thus? Where are his Eyes $ 


Who is it that can tell me who I am? 
Gon. Come, Sir, this Admiration's much 0 'th* Savour 
Of other your new Humours ; I beſeech you 
To underſtand my Purpoſes arignt; 
As you are old, you ſhould be itaid and wiſe : 
Here do you keep an hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men ſo debauch'd and bold, that tis our Palace 
Shews like a riotous Inn, a Tavern, Brothel ; 


Be then advis'd by her that elſe wall take 


That which ſhe — to leſſen your Attendance, 


Take half away, and ſee that the Remainder 


Be ſuch as may befit your Age, and know 


Themſelves and You. 


Lear.. Darkneſs and Devils! 
Saddle my Horſes, call my Train together; 
Degenerate Viper, I'll not ſtay with Thee! 


11 yet have left a Daughter —.— Serpent, Monſter! 


Leſſen my Train, and call 'em riotous ! 
All Men approv'd, of choice and rareſt Parts 


That each Particular of Duty know, —— 


How imall, Cordelia, was thy Fault? O 4 
Beat at this Gate that let thy Folly in, 


And thy dear Judgment out ; Go, go, my People: 


Going off, meets Albany entring. 


. Inprateful Duke, was this your Will? 


Alb. What, Sir r. 

Lear. Death! fifty . my Followers at a Clap! 

Alb. The Matter, "Madam 5 

Gon. Never ai yourſelf to know the Cauſe, . 
But give his Dotage Way, 

Lear. Blaſts upon thee, - 
Th' untented Woundings of a Father's Curſe 
Pierce every gente about thee ; old fond Eyes, 
Lament this Cauſe again, I'Il pluck ye out, 


_ Andcailt ye with the Waters that ye loſe 


Jo temper Tlay.——No, Gorge, thou ſhalt find 


That l'll reſume the Shape which thou doſt * 
I have caſt of tor ever. 


Gen, Mark ye that. 
Lear. Hear Nature 


| 
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Dear Goddeſs hear; and if thou doſt intend” 
To make that Creature fruitful, change thy ak * 
Pronounce upon her Womb the barren = | - "no 
That from her blaſted Body never ſpring 
A Babe to honour her But if. ſhe mutt bring forth, 
Defeat her Joy with ſome diſtorted Birth, 
Or monſtrous Form, the Prodigy o' th* Time; 
And ſo perverſe of Spirit, that it may live 
Her Torment as *twas born, to fret her Cheeks 
With conſtant Tears, and wrinkle her young Brow. 
Turn all her Mother's Pains to Shame and Scorn, 
That ſhe may curſe her Crime too late, and feel 
How ſharper than a Serpent's Tooth it is 0 
To have a thankleſs Child: Away, away. [Exit cum fais. 
Gon. Preſuming thus upon his numerous Train, f 
He thinks to play the Tyrant here, and hold 
Our Lives at Will. „„ 
Alb. Well, you may bear tos har: © . 


End of the D An. 


* * P 
"2 " 
— * gs” 2 


, 


KA 


* n 


FRI LAT AN CANE DIET FEW 
2 70 N 77 5 
8 e 2. 9 
8 — 7 > on dt! 


„ OT i. 
8 CE N E ober Houſe. | 
Enter Baſtard. 


5 9 Duke comes 5 here to Night, vu take | 

| the Advantage 

Of his Arrival to complete my Project: 

973 Brother, a Word, come forth ; tis I 

your Friend, [Enter Edgar. 
My Father watches for) you, fly DENY. 

PO is giv'n Where you're hid; 


1 Tae the 3 of che Night ; ; bethink ve, 
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Have you not ſpoke againſt the Duke of Corral 
Something might ſhew you a Favourer of 
Duke Albany's Party ? 
| Fdg. Nothing; why ask you? 
Baſ?. Becauſe he's coming here to Night in haſte, 


And Regan with him—Hark ! the Guards ; away 


Ea. Let 'em come on, I'll ftay and clear myſelf: 
| Baſt. Your Innocence at Leiſure may be heard, | 


But Gloſter's ſtorming Rage as yet 1s deaf, 


And you may periſh e'erallow'd the Hearing. [Ex. Edgar. 


Gloſter comes yonder: Now to my feign'd Scuffle — 
_ Yield, come before my Father ! Lights here, Lights! 
Some Blood drawn on me wou'd beget Opinion [Stabs. 
Of our more fierce Encounter. I have ſeen [91s 4. 
Drunkards do more than this in Sport. | 


Enter Gloſter and Servants. 
Gleft. Now, Edmund, where's the Traitor? 
Ba. That Name, Sir, 


Strikes Horror. through me ; but my Brother, Sir, 
Stood here i'th' dark. 


Glft. Thou bleed'ſt! purſue the Villain, 


And bring him piece- meal to me. 


Baſt. Sir, he's fled. 3 
Gloſt. Let him fly far, this Kingdom ſhall not me ume 4 


The noble Duke my Patron comes to- night; $f 


By his Authority I will proclaim 


Rewards for him that brings him to the Stage, 


And Death for the Concealer. 


Then of my Lands, loyal and natural Boy, 


Pl! work the Means to make thee capable. Exeunt. 

Enter Kent (at (diſgniſed ſtill) and GoneriPs Gent ma, | 

| _ ſewerally. 
Gent. Good morrow, Friend, belong f thou to this 
Kent. Aſk them will anſwer thee. Doe? 
Cent. Where may we ſet our Horſes? 
Kent. I'th* Mire. 
Gent. J am in haſte, prithee an' thou lov'ſt me, ell me. 


Kent. I love thee not. 


Gent. Why then I care not for . 
Leut. An 1 had thee in _—_ Pinfold, I'd make thee: 
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| Gent. What doſt thou mean? I know thee not. 
Kent. But, Minion, I know thee. 
Gent. What doſt thou know me for? 
Kent. For a baſe, proud, beggarly, white-liver'd, . 
glaring, ſuper-ſerviceable,. finical Rogue; one that wou' d 
be a Pimp in Way of good Service, and art nothing but a thi 
Compoſition of Knave,. Beggar, Coward, Pandar—— 
Sent. What a monſtrous Fellow art thou to rail at 
One that is neither known of thee,. nor knows thee. 
Kent. Impudent Slave! not know me, who but two I 
. Days ſince tript up thy Heels before the King: Draw, _ | 
Miſcreant, or I'll make the Moon ſhine through thee. | 


Gent. What means the Fellow ? Why, prichee, prithee 3 * | 
Itell thee I have nothing to do with thee. | 
Kent. I know your Rogueſhip's Office ; you come 81 


Letters againſt the King, taking my young Lady Fanity sf 
Fart againſt her Royal Father: Draw, Raſcal. | 

| Gent. Murder, Murder, help. [ Exit Kent after lim. 

Flouriſo. Enter Dude of Cornwal, Regan, atiended ; 

Gloſter, Baſtard, 

6155. All Welcome to your Graces, you do me Honour: 
Duale. Gloſter, We've heard with Sorrow that your Life 
Has been attempted by your impious Son; 
ur Edmund here has paid you ſtricteſt Duty. 
3 He did betray his Practice, and receiv'd. 


urt you ſee, ſtriving to W 8 him. 
hay hv Is he purſued Hh 


Gleft. He is, my Lord. 2h 
Reg. Uſe our Authority to apprehend. 
The Traitor, and do Juſtice on his Head; 

For you, Edmund, thai have fo ſignaliz'd 

Your Virtue, you from henceforth ſhall be ours; 

| Natures of ſuch firm | ruſt we much ſhall need. 
Acharming Youth, and worth my facther Thought. [4 4e. 
Dube. Lay Comtorts, noble Ger, to your Breaſt, 
As we to ours. This Night be ſpent in Revels. 
We cuuſe you, Glofler, for our toil to- night, 
A troublelome Expreſſion of our Love. 

On, to the Sports heſce us, — Wo are theſe ? 
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Enter the Gentleman purſued by Kent. 
Glojt. Now, what's the Matter ? 
Duke. Keep Peace upon your Lives ; he dies that 
Whence, and what are ye? [ſtrikes. 
Att. Sir, they are Meſſengers, che one from To . 
the other from the King. 
Duke. Your Difference, ſpeak. 
Gent. I'm ſcarce in Breath, my Lord. 
Kent, No Marvel, you have fo beſtir'd your Valour. 
Nature diſclaims the Daſtard ; a Taylor made him. 
Duke. Speak yet, how grew your Quarrel ? 


Gent. Sir, this old Rufhan heze, whoſe Life I — 
In Pity to his Beard—— 


Kent. Thou Eſſence Bottle! 
In Pity to my Beard——Your Leave, my Lond; 
And I will tread the Muſk-cat into Mortar, 
Dake. Know'ft thou our Preſence ? 
Kent. Yes, Sir, but Anger has a Privilege. 
Duke. Why art thou angry? | 
Kent. That ſuch a Slave as this ſhould wear a Sword, 
And have no Courage; Office, and no Honeſty : 
Not Froſt and Fire hold more Antipathy 
Than I and ſuch a Knave, 
Glo. Why doſt thou call bm Knave . 
Kent. His Countenance likes me not. 
Duke. No more perhaps does mine, nor his, « or Ss 
Kent, Plain Dealing is my Trade ; and to be plain, . 
T have ſeen better Faces in my Time, 
Than ſtand on any Shoulders now before me. 
Reg. This is ſome Fellow, that having once been prais ; 8 
For er ſince affects a ſaucy Rudeneſs; | 
But I have known one of theſe ſurly Knaves, 
That in his Plainneſs harbour'd more Deſign 
Than twenty cringing complimenting Minions, | 
Due. What's the Offence you gave him ? 
Sent. Never any, Sir; 
It pleas'd the King, his Maſter, lately 
'To ſtrike me on a ſlender Miſconſtruction, 
3 NE watching his Advantage, this old Lurcher 
| hol me behind, for which the King extoll'd him; 
flucht with the Honour of this bold Exploit, 
Drew on me here again, Date. 


* 
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Duke. Bring forth the Stocks, we'll teach you. 
Kent. Sir, I'm too old to learn; 

Call not the Stocks for me, I ſerve the King; * 
On whoſe Employment I was ſent to you: 
You'll ſhew too ſmall Reſpect, and too bold Malice 
Againſt the Perſon of my oyal Maſter, 

Stocking his Meſſenger. -_ 

Duke. Bring forth the Stocks, as I have Life and Ho- 
There ſball be fit till Noon. = Inour, 
Reg. Till Noon, my Lord ! Till Night, and all Night 
_ too. 
Kent. Why Madam, IfI were your rather 5 Dog 
You would not uſe me ſo. 

Reg. Sir, being his Knave, I ak 

Ge. Let me beſeech your Graces to forbear him; 

His Fault is much, and the good King his Maſter 

Will check him for' t, but needs mult take it i 

To be thus flighted in his Meſſenger.. 

Dutte. Well | anſwer that; ; 

Our Sitter may receive it worſe, to "08 WY HED 

Her Gentleman aſſaulted: To our Buſineſs ha [Exit. 
* Gleft. J am ſorry for thee, Friend, tis the Duke s Plea- 

Whoſe e Diſpoſition will not be controul A ure, 

But I'll entreat for thee. 8 

Kent. Pray do not, Sir — 

I have watch'd and travel'd bas. 

Some Time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I 1 Whiſtle: 

Farewell t ye, Sir. | [Exit Gloſt, 
All weary, and o 'erwatcht, 

1 feel the drowzy Gueſt ſteal on me ; take 

Advantage heavy Eyes on this kind Slumber, 


Not to behold this vile and ſhameful Lodging, [Sheeps... 


Enter Edgar. 
. I heard myſelf roclaim'd,. 
And by the friendly Hollow of a Tree 
_ Eſcape the Hunt, no Port is free, no Place 
Where Guards and moſt unuſual Vigilance 
Do not attend to take me. How eaſy no- 
 *?Twere to defeat the Malice of my 'T'rale, 
And leave the Griefs on my Sword's reeking Point; 
But Love detains me from Death 5 Peaceful „ 


” | 


2 


Still whiſpering me, Cordelia Sin Diſtreſs; Wn 
Unkind as ſhe is, I cannot ſee her wretched, 


But muſt be near to wait upon her Fortune. 


Who knows but the white Minute yet may come, 
When Edgar may do Service to Cordelia. 
That charming Hope ſtill ties me to the Oar 
Of painful Life, and makes me to ſubmit 
To th' humbleſt Shifts to keep that Life a-foot; 
My Face I will beſmear, and knit my Locks, 
The Country gives me Proof and Precedent 
Of Bedlam Beggars, who, with roaring Voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare Arms 
Pins, Iron-ſpikes, Thorns, Sprigs of Roſema 
And thus from Sheep-coats, Fillages, and Mi Is, 
Sometimes with Prayers, ſometimes with Lunatick Bans, 
Enforce their Charity; poor Tyr/iged, poor Tom, 
That's ſomething yet. Edgar 1 am no more. Exit. 
Ke öent i Stec Hill; Enter Lear attendid. 
Lear, "Tis ſtrange that they ſhould ſo depart from 
And not ſend back our Manger. _ (Home, | 
Kent, Hail, noble Maſter. 5 
Lear. How! makꝰ'ſt thou this Shame thy Paſtime F.. 
What's he that has ſo much miſtook ny Place, 
To ſet thee here ? | 


Kent. It is both He and be, sir, your Son and Dangh- 
ter. 


Lear. No. 5 | 
| Kent. Yes. | | 3 1 
Lear. No, I ſay, LS EE 
None; 1 lay, yea. ©. 3 
Lear. By Jupiter I ſwear no. e 


Kent. By Juno I ſwear, I ſwear aye 
Lear. They durſt not do't; 


They could not, would not do't; tis worſe chan Marder, 


Fro do upon ReſpeRt ſuch violent Outage, 


Reſolve me with all modeſt Haſte, which Way 


Thou mayſt deſerve, or they impoſe this Uſage ?, 
Kent. My Lord, when at their Home | 
I did commend your Highneſs Letters to them, 
Ere I was riſen arriv'd another Poſt, 


Steer d in his Haſte, breathleſs and panting forth 
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From Goneril, his Miſtreſs, Salutations, 5 
| Whoſe Meſlage being deliver'd, they took Horſe, 
Commanding me to follow, and attend 
The Leiſure of their Anſwer ; which I did; 


X Deny to ſ 


rf Glo, My . 
Vou know hs fiery 


I beg his Pardon, 


| That this Retiredneſs of the Duke and her * 


But meeting that other Meſſenger, 
Whoſe Welcome I perceiv'd had poiſon'd mine, 


Being the very Fellow that of late 
Had ſhewnſuch Rudeneſs to your Highneſs, I 
Having more Man than Wit about me, drew ; 


On which he rais'd the Houſe with Coward's Cries © 


This was the Treſpaſs which your Son and Daughter 
Thought worth the Shame you ſee it ſuffer here. 


Lear. Oh ! how this Spleen ſwells upward to my Heart, 

7 heaves for Paſſage— Down, climbing Rage; 
hy Element's below ; where is this Daughter ? 
2 Within, Sir, at a Maſque. 
Enter Gloſter. 

"Lear. Now Glfter ?——Ha! | 
peak with me; th'are fick, th'are weary, 
EY td have travel'd hard to-night ;—mere F e > 
me a better Anſwer. 


uality of the Duke. — 


Lear. Vengeance, Death, Plague, Confoſion, 


Fiery! what Quality—Why Gloſter, Gloſter, 


Tage ak with the Duke of Cormwal, and his Wife. 
Ce. TI have inform'd 'em ſo. 
| Lear. Inform'd 'em doſt thou underſtand me, Man 2 


Itell thee, Gloſter, 


_ Glofl. Ay, my aue Lerd. 
Lear. The King would ſ eak with 3 the dear Fa- 
Would with his Daughter ſpeak, commands her Service. 


Are they inform'd of this? My Breath and Blood! 


Fiery! the fiery Duke ] tell the hot Duke—— | 
No, but not yet, may be he is not well, 
Infirmity does ſtill neglect all Office 

and I PI chide my Raſhneſs 
That took the indiſpos'd and ſickly Fit 
For the ſound Man: — But wherefore ſits he there 5 
Death on my State, this Act convinces me 
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Is plain Contempt; ; give me my Servant forth; 
Go tell the Duke and his Wife I'd ſpeak with 'em: 
Now inſtantly bid 'em come forth and hear me; 
Or at their Chamber Door T'll beat the Drum, 
Till it cry ſleep to Death. 
Enter Cornwal and Regan. . 
Oh ! are you come: | 
Dake. Health to the King. 
Reg. I am glad to ſee your Highneſs. 
| Lear. Regan, I think you are; I know what Cauſe 
I have to think ſo. Shou'd'ſt thou not be glad 
I wou'd divorce me from thy Mother's Tomb ? 
t. & Beloved Regan, thou wilt ſhake to hear 
What 1 ſhall utter: Thou cou'd'ſt n'er h* honght it. 
Thy Siſter's naught: O Regan, ſhe has ty dc F 
Kent here fer at liberty, 0 
Ingratitude like a keen Vulture here 3 ; 3 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to the. 

Reg. I pray you, Sir, take Patience ; 1 have Hope 
That you know leſs to value her Deſert, 3 
Than ſhe to ſlack her Duty. BIS 
Lear, Ha! How's that ? ES A 1 

Reg. I cannot think my Siſter in the leaſt 
would fail in her Reſpects; but if perchance 
She has reſtrain'd the Riots of your Followers, 
*Tis on ſuch Grounds, and to ſuch wholeſome Ends, 
As clear her from all Blame. 

Lear. My Curſes on her. 

Reg. O Sir, you 're old; 

And ſhou'd content you to be rul'd and led 
By ſome Diſcretion that diſcerns your State 

Better than yourſelf ; therefore, Sir, 

Return to our Siſter, and ſay you've wrong'd her. 

Lear. Ha ! Aſk her Forgiveneſs ? e 
No, no, 'twas my Miſtake, thou didſt not mean ſo p< 
Dear Daughter, I confeſs that I am old : 

Age is unneceſſary ; but thou art good, 
And wilt diſpenſe with my Infirmity. 


Reg. Good Sir, no more of — 3 'undghtly Paſtions 3 
Return back to our Siſter, 
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Lear. Never, Regan; 
She has abated me of half my Train, : 
Look'd black upon me, ſtab'd me with her Tongue : 
All the ſtore'd Vengeances of Heav'n fall 
Oa her ingrateful Head ; firike her young Bones, 
Ye taking Airs with Lameneſs. 
Reg. O the bleft Gods ! Thus will you wiſh on me, 


When the raſh Mood 


Lear. No, Regan, Thou ſhalt never have my Curſe; 
Thy tender Nature cannot give thee o'er | 
To "fach Impiety : Thou better know'ſt 

The (ffices of Nature, Bond of Childhood, 


And Dues bf Gratitude ; thou bear'ſt in Mind 


The Half o'th' Kingdom, which our Love 1 
On thee and thine. 


Reg. Good Sit, to the Purpoſe. 
Lear. Who put my Man i'th' Stocks? 
| Duke, What Trumpet's that? 
Reg. I know't, my Siſter's; chis confirms her Letter. 5 


Sir, is your Lady come? 


Enter Goneril's Gentleman, 
"MN More Torture ſtill: 


This is a Slave, whoſe eaſy borrow'd Pride 
| Dwells in the fickle Grace of her he follows; 3 
A Faſhion-Fop, that ſpends the Day in Dreſſing, 


And all to bear his Lady's flatt'ring Meſſage; 
That ean deliver with a Grace her Lye, 


And with as bold a Face bring back a aber. 
Out, Varlet, from my Sight. 


Date. What means your Grace? 


Lear. Who ſtock'd my Servant ? Regan, I have Hope : 
5 Thou did not know it. 


Enter Gon mg 


Who comes Ching ? Oh Heav*ns |! 


If you do love old Men; if you, ſweet Sir, 


Allow Obedience; if yourſelves are old. 
Make it your Cafe, fend down and take my Part! 
Wu, Go gon, doſt thou come to hunt me here? 
Art no aſham'd to look upon this Beard ? _ 
| Darkneſs upon my Eyes, they play me falſe ; 

O E u, wilt thou take her by the Hand? 


Coen. 


King LE A R. — 
Gon. Why not by th' Hand, Sir? How have I offended ? 
_ All's not Offence that Indiſcretion finds, 
And Dotage terms ſo. 
Lear. Heart, thou art too cough. | 
Reg. I pray you, Sir, being ond, confeſs you are : ſo. 
If ill che Expiration of your Month, 
You will return and ſojourn with our Siſter, 
Diſmiſſing half your Train, come then to me; 
Jam now from Home, and out of that Proviſion 
That ſhall be needful for your Entertainment. 
Lear. Return with her, and fifty Knights diſmiſs'd 
No, rather I'll forſwear all Roofs, and chuſe 
To be Companion to the Midnight Wolf, 
My naked Head expos'd to th' merc'leſs Air, 
Than have my ſmalleſt Wants ſupply'd by her. 
Gon,' At your Choice, Sir. 
Lear, Now, I prithee, Daughter, do not make me mad; 
J will not trouble thee, my Child, farewell. 
We'll meet no more, no more ſee one another ; 
Let Shame come whea it will, I do not call it, 
J do not bid the Thunder- bearer ſtrike, 
Nor tell tales of thee to avenging Heav'n ; 
Mend when thou canſt, be better at thy Leiſure 3 15 
T can be patient, I tan ſtay with Regan, 
I, and my hundred Knights. 
8 Reg. Your Pardon, Sir; 
I looked not for you yet, nor am provided | 
For your fit Welcome. 
Lear. Is this well ſpoken now ? | 
Reg. My Silter treats you fair ; what! ffry Followers? 
Is it not well? what ſhould you need of more? 
Gon. Why might not you, my Lord, receive Attendance 
From thoſe whom ſhe calls Servants, or from mine? 
Reg. Why not, my Lord? If then they chance to flick 
We cou'd controul 'em.—If you come to me, [you, 
For now I ſee the Danger, I intreat you | DD. 
To bring but Five and den 3 to no more 
Will I give Place. 
Lear. Hold now, my Temper ; ſtand this Bale u unmov d, ; 
And f am Thunder-Proof; 
The wicked, when compar 'd with the more wicked, 


C2 Seem 
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Seem beautiful ; and not to be the worſt, 
Stands in ſome Rank of Praiſe. Now, Goneril, 
Ton art innocent agen, I'll go with thee 3 
Thy fifty yet does double Five and Twenty, 
And thou art twice her Love. 
Gor. Hear me, my Lord. 
V hat need you Five and Twenty, Ten, or Five, 
Io follow in a Houſe, where twice ſo many 
Have a Command attend hacks ? 
Reg. What need one? 4 
Lear. Blood! Fire! here —— - Leproſies ind blueſt 
Room, room for Hell to belch her Horrors up, n 
And drench the Circss in a Stream of Fire; 1 
Merk, how th' Infernals eccho to my Rags 
Their Whi ips and Snakes.—— 
Reg. How leud a thing is Paſſion! 


Gus. So old and ltomachful. 
[Light ning and Thunder, 
. Heav' ns drop your Patience down; 
You ſee we here, ye Gods, a poor old Man, ( 
As full of Grief as Age, wretched in both—— 15 
I dear no more. No, you unnatural Hags, 
Iwill have ſuch Revenges on you both, _ 

That all the Wald ſhall I will do ſach things, 
What they are yet I know not, but they ſhall be 
The Terrors of the Earth ; you think I'll weep, [Thunder 
This Heart ſhall break into a thouſand Pieces [again. 
Before I'll weep ——O Gods! I thall go mad. [Exi. 
Deke, "Tis a wild Nu come out 0'th* Storm. (Ex. 
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ACT in 
SCENE A deſert Heath. | 
Enter Lear and Kent in the Storm, | 


— 
% 
%, 


%. | BROS, 


EY 2 LOW Winds, and burlt your Cheeks W « 
rage louder yet, b. 
175 Fantaſtick Light' ning, ſinge, linge my 
Ml white Head ; 
— 72 Spout Cataracts, and Hurricanoes fall, 
bas 82 Tiil you have drown'd the Towns 
and Palaces 
Of WR ingrateful Man. | 
Kent. Not all my beſt Intreaties can Pert him 
Into ſome needful Shelter, or to bide | 
This poor flizht Cov'ring on his aged Head, 
Expos'd to this wild War of Earth and Heavin. | 
Lear. Rumble thy fill, fight Whirlwind, Rain and Fire; 
Not Fire, Wind, Rain, or Thunder are my Daughters : 3 
I tax not you, ye Elements, with Unkindneſs; 
I nevet gave you Kin >doms, calbd you Children; 
You ow: me no Obecience then ler fall 
Your horrible Pleaſure ; Here I ſtard your Slave, 
A poor, intirm, weak, and deſpis'd old Man; "Hs 
Yet will I call you ſervile Minilters, 
That have with two perpicious Daughters join d 
Their high engender'd Battle againſt a Head 
So old and white as mine; j Oh oh! tis ſoul. 
Kent. Hard by, Sir, is a Hovel, that wil lend 
Some ſhelter from this Tempeſt. 
Lear. 1 will forget my Nature, what! ſo kind a ra- 28 


22 


Ay, there's the Point, [ther F 
Kent. Conſider, good. my Liege, Thiogs that love 
Night, 
cz 3 Love 


Lt dads ad ett Wat dn 
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Love not ſuch Nights as this ; theſe wrathful skies 
F:ighten the very Wanderers o' th' Dark, 


And make em keep their Caves; ſuch drenching Rain, 
Such Sheets of Fire, ſuch Claps of horrid Thunder, 
Such Groans of roaring Winds, have ne'er been known, 


Lear. Let the great Gods, 


That keep the dreadfal pudder o'er our Heads, 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble, thou Wretch, 


That haſt within thee undiſcover'd Crimes! 
Hide that bloody Hand, 
Thou petjur'd Villain, holy en | 

That drink'ſt the Widow's Tears; figh now. and cry 


* _ Theſe dreadful Summoners Grace, Jam a Min 
More ſin'd againſt, than ſinning. 


Neue. Good Sir, to th' Hovel. 
Lear. My Wit begins to burn, 


Dome on my Boy, how dolt my Boy ? Art cold ? 
II cold myſelf; ſhew this Straw, my Fellow z 
_ = The Art of our Neccflity is ſtrange, 


Ard can make vile things precious ; my poor Knave, 


Cold as tam at Heart, I've one Place there LEI Storms. 
That's ſorry yet for thee. [Exits 


Gloſter' Palace. Enter Baſtard. „ 
Bip. The Storm is in our louder Rev'lings drown'd. 


Thus wou'd I reign, cou'd I but mount a Throne, 


The Riots of theſe proud imperial Siſters 


Already have impos'd the galling Yoke. 


Of Taxes, and hard Impoſitions, on. 

The drudging Peaſants Necks, who bellow out 

T heir loud Complaints in vain — Triumphant * 
With what Aſſurance do they treat the Crowd ? 

Oh! for a Taſte of ſuch Majeſtick Beauty, 7 

Which none but my hot Veins are fit t'engage; 

Nor are my Wiſhes deſp'rate, for even now, 


During the Banquet, Lobſerv'd their Glances 
bot thick at me; and, as they left the Room, 
Fach caſt, by Stealth, a kind inviting Smile, 4 


The happy Farneſt—— ha ! 


7 abo Servants, from feveral Entrances, deliver him each. 
_ a Letter, and Ex. 

Where Merit | is fo transparent, not to behold it [Reads 
8 oo Were 
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Were Blindaek, and not to reward it Ingratitude. 
Goneril. 

Enough ! Blind and Ungrateful ſhould I be 
Not to obey the Summons of this Oracle. : 
Now for a ſecond Letter. [Opens the 8 
If Modelly be not your Enemy, doubt not to [ Reads. 
Find me your Friend. E 
Regan. 
Excellent Sybil 1 O my glowing Blood 1 
I am ae fick of Eesti, 
And pant for the Poſſeſſion. Here Glefter comes 
With Buſineſs on his Brow ; be huſh'd my Joys. 

6. I come to ſeek thee, Edmund, to impart a Buſi- 
neſs of Importance; I know thy Loyal Heart is touch'd _ 
to ſee the Cruelty of theſe ungrateful Daugaters _ 


= our Royal Maſter. 


Baſt. Moſt ſavage and unnatural. AP” 

Cle. This Change in the State fits uneaſy. The 
Commons repine aloud at their female Tyrants ; already 
they cry out for the Re-Inſlalment of their good old 


King, whoſe Tnyaries,. |. fear, wall 3 em into 1 
tiny. 


Baſt. Tis to be bop, not fear d. | 
Glo/?. Thou haſt it, Boy, *tis to be hop'd, indeed 

On me they caſt their Eyes, and hourly court me 

To lead 'em on; and whilſt this Head is mine, 

I'm theirs. A little covert Craft, my Boy, 

And then for open Action; "twill be Employment: | 

Worthy ſuch honeſt daring Souls as thine... 

Thou, Edmund, art my truſty Emiſſary. 

Haſte on the Spur, at the firſt break of Day [Give hint 

With theſe Diſpatches to the Dake of Cambray 3 Letter: 

You know what mortal Feuds have always flam'd 

Between this Duke of Cornaual's Family, and his * 

Full Twenty Thouſand Mountaineers _ 

Th' inveterate Prince will ſend to our Aſſiſtane. 

Diſpatch ; commend us to his Grace, and, (proſper, | 
Baſt. Yes, credulous old Man, 

I will commend you to his Grace, 

His Grace the Duke of. Cornaval- a 

To ſhew him theſe Contents 1 in thy own Character, 


. 
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' 
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14 
1 
= 
7 
| 
8 


32 Pe HISTORY of 
And ſeal'd with thy own Signet; then forthwith 


Or here |'ll kneel for ever; I entreat 
Thy Succour ſor a Father, ard King, 


like Dew on Flow'rs ; but ſhe is virtuous, == 

And I mult quench this hopeleſs Fire i'th kindling. 

For whom thou beg'ſt, *tis for the King that wrong'd thee. 
| Nay, mule not, Glofter, for it is too likely 


This injur'd King, cer this, is paſt your Aid, 
And gone diſtracted with his ſavage Wrongs. 


_ Has piecc'd his tender Body; the bleak Winds 


If it be fo, your Promite is diſcharg'd, 


Io waſh his Cliy-foxear'd Cheeks, and die belide him. 


The Chol'rick Duke gives Sentence on thy Life; 

And to my Hand thy vaſt Revenues, | 
To glut my Pleaſure that *cill now has ſtarv'd.. 
Gloſter going off is met by Cordelia ent ring, Baſtard 
obſerving at a Diſtance. _ 


Cord. Turo, Gloter, turn, by the ſacred Pow'rs | 
I do conjure you give my Griefs a Hearing; 
You muſt, you ſhall, nay, I am ſure you will, 
For you were always ſtyl'd the Juſt and Good. : 


Gloſt. What wou di thou, Princeſs ? riſe, and ſpeak thy 
Cord. Nay, you ſhall promiſe to redreſs em too, [Griefs. 


An injur'd Father, and an injur'd King. 
Baſt. O charming Sorrow ! How her Tears adorn her, 


Ba. Conſider, Princels, 


Cord. O name not that; he did not, cou'd not e me. 


Baft. I'll gaze no more, — and yet my Eyes az are charm' d. 
Cord. Or, what if it be worſe ; 
As tis too probable, this furious Night 


And cold Rain chill'd, or Light'ning ttruck him dead ; 


And I hare ouly one poor Boon to beg, 
That you'd convey me to hi- breathleis Trunk, 
Weh my torn Robes to wrap his hoary Head, 
Win 1gy toro Hair to bind bis Hands aud * 
Then with a Show'r of Tears 


EDPASSSHIEDBDRrPAGOo Www wy oo 


__ Gloſe. Rite, fair Cordelia, thou hait ny 
Enough tatone foi both thy Siſters Crimes; 
I have already plotted to reſtore 
My injur'd Matter, and thy Virtue tells me 
We ſhall ſacceed, and ſuddenly, CC 
: Cords 
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Cord. Diſpatch, Arante, _ 
Provide me a Diſguiſe ; we'll fancy 
Go ſeek the King, and bring him ſome Relief. 
Ar. How, Madam ! Are you ignorant 
Of what your impious Siſters have decreed ? 
Immediate Death for any that relieve him. 
Cord. I cannot dread the Furies in this Caſe, 
Ar, In ſuch a Night as this? Conſider, Madam, 
For many Miles about there's ſcarce a Buſh 
To ſhelter in. 
Cord. Therefore no Shelter for the King, 
And more our Charity to find him out: 
What have not Women dar'd for vicious Love? 
And we'll be ſhining Proofs that they can dare 
For Piety as much. Blow Winds, and Lightnings fall, 
Fold in my Virgin Innocence Ill fly, 

My Royal Father to relieve or die. Wy [Exit. 5 
Baſt. Provide me a Diſguiſe, we'll inſtantly 8 
Go ſeek the King ;—ha | ha! A lucky Change, 

That Virtue which I fear'd would be my Hind'rance, 


Has prov'd the Bond to my Deſign; 

I'll bribe two Ruffians ſhall at Diſtance follow, 
And ſeize em in ſome deſert Place; and there 

1 Whilſt one retains her, t'other hall return 


T'ioform me where ſhe's lodg'd ; I'll be diſguis'd too: 

Whilſt they are poching for me, I'll to the Duke 

With theſe Diſpatches, then to the Field, 

Where, like the vig'rous Fove, I will enjoy 

This Semele i in a Storm; 'twill deaf her Cries, 

Like Drums in Battle; leſt her Groans ſhould pierce 

My pitying Ear, and make the am'rous F ight leſs Ee 

. . 

Storm fill. The Field * Enter Lear and Kent, - 

Kent. Here is the Place, my Lord; good my Lord, enter 


he Tyranny of this open _ Ss too _ 
9 65 dor Nature to endure. 


Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my Lord, enter. 

Lear. Wilt break my Heart? 
Vf Kent, Beſcech you, Sir. 
Kir. 
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Lear. Thou think'ſt 'tis much that this contentious 
Invades us to the Skin; ſo 'tis to thee; [Storm 
But where the greater Malidy i is fixt, _ 
The leſſer is icarce felt: The Tempeſt i in my Mind 
Does from my Senſes take all Feeling elle, 
Save what beats there. Filial Ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this Mouth ſhould tear this Hand 
For lifting Food to't? — But Ill puniſh—— Home! 
No, I will no more in ſuch a Night 
To ſhut me out Pour on, I will endure—— | 
In ſuch a Night as this: O Regan, Goneril ! 
| Your old kind Father, whoſe frank Heart gave all; 
O that Way Madneſs lies ; let me ſhun that; 
Ao more of that. 
Kent. See, my Lord, here $ the Entrance. 
ar. Well, JI go in | 
And paſs it all; Il pray, and then ll ſleep. 
Poor naked Wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 
That *bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm, 
How ſhall your houſcleſs Heads and unfed Sides 
Suſtain this Shock? Your Raggedneſs cerend you 
From Seaſons ſuch as theſe. 
Oh! I have ta'en too little Care of chis! 
Take Phyſick, Pomp, 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what Wretches feel, 
That thou may'ſt caſt the Superflux to them, 
And ſhew the Heav'ns more juſt, 
Edgar in the Howel. 
Five Fathom and a half, poor Jom. 
__ Kent, What art thou that doſt Saab there i th'Straw? 
Come forth. 
Edgar. Away; The foul Fiend follows . 
the ſharp Haw-thorn blows the cold Wind Mum, 
o to the Bed and warm thee Ha! What do I ſee ? 
y all my Griefs the poor old King bareheaded, 
And drench'd in this fow Storm! Profeſſing Syren, 
Are all your Proteſtations come to this? 
Lear. Tell me, F ow, didſt thou give all to thy 
a Daughters! 
fol Hi Who gives any thing to poor Tom, wham the 
ul Fiend has led through Fire,and through F Amen 
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Buſhes, and Bogs; that has laid Knives under his Pillow, 


and Halters in his Pew; that has made him proud of 
Heart to ride on a bay trotting Horſe over four inched 
Bridges, to courſe his own Shadow for a Traitor. 
Bleſs thy five Wits. Tom's a cold. [Ser.] Bleſs 
thee from Whirlwinds, Star-blaſting, and taking ; do 
poor Tom ſome Charity, whom the foul Fiend vexes. —— 
Sa, fa; there I could have him now, and there, and . 
agen. 
. 9os bg his Daughters brought kim to this Paſ 25 
Couldſt thou ſave nothing? Didſt thou give them all ? 
Kent. He has no Daughters, Sir. 
Lear. Death, Traitor, nothing could have ſubdu-d Na- 
To ſuch a Lowneſs, but his unkind Daughters. ture 
Eds. Pillicock ſat upon Pillicock hill; hallo, hallo, 
Lear. Is it the Faſhion that diſregarded Fathers [hallo. 
Should have ſuch little Mercy on their Fleſh ? 5 
Judicious Puniſhment, twas his Fleſh begot 
Thoſe Pelican Daughters. 
Eag. Take heed of the fow Fiend; obey thy Parents ; 
keep "hy Word juſtly; ſwear not; commit not with 


Man's ſworn Spouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet Heart on a proud | 
Array ; Tom's a cold. 


Lear. What haſt thou been? 

Eag. A Serving-man proud of Heart, chat curl'd my : 
Hair, uſed Perfume and Waſhes ; that ſerved the Luſt of 
my Miſtreſs's Heart, and did the Act of Darkneſs with 
her; ſwore as many Oaths as I ſpoke Words; and broke 
them all in the ſweet Face of Heaven: Let not the Paint, 
nor the Patch, nor the Rulling of Silks, betray thy poor 
Heart to Woman ; ; keep thy Foot out of Brothels, thy 
Hand out of Plackets, thy Pen from Creditors Books, 
and defy the foul Fiend. Still through the Haw- 
thorn blown the cold Wind. Sos; Suum, Mun, Nonny, 
Dolphin, my Boy Hi, the Boy, the Boy ! Sele! Soft, 
let him trot by. 

Lear. Death! thou wert better in thy Grave, than 
thus to anſwer with thy uncovered Body, this Extre- 

ity of the Sky. And yet conſider him well, and Man's 
no more than this; thou art indebted to the Worm for 
no Silk, to the Beaſt for no Hide, to the Cat for no 
5 Perfume. 
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Perfume———— Ha! here's two of us are ſophilticated ; 
thou art the thing itſelf, unaccommodated Man 1s no more 
than ſuch a poor bare-fork'd Animal as thou art. 

Off, off, ye vain Diſguiſes, empty Lendings, 

PI be my original ſelf ; quick, quick, uncaſe me. 

Kent. Defend his Wits, good Heaven! 
Lear. One Point I had forgot; what's your Name J 
Fag. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming Frog, the 
Wall-Nut and the Water-Nut ; that in the Fury of his 
Heart, when the foul Fiend rages, eats Cow-Dung for 
Sallads, ſwallows the old Rat, and the Ditch-Dog, that 
drinks the green Mantle of the ſtanding Pool, that's 


| bis Be from Tithing to Tithing, that has three Sults to 


ack, fix Shirts to his Body : 
Horſe to ride, and Weapon to wear, 
But Rats and Mice, and ſuch ſmall Deer, 
Have been Tom's Food for ſeven long Year. 
Beware, my Follower ; Peace, smulk'n, Peace, thou 


foul Fiend. 


Lear. One word more; but be ſure true counſel ; ; tell 
4 me, is a Madman a Gentleman, or a Yeoman? 


Kent. I fear d 'twou'd come to this ; ; his Wits are 
gone. 
Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an 


TY Angler in the Lake of Darknes.: Fay, N and 


| 5 the foul Fiend. 


I Lear. Right, ha! ha! Was it not pleaſant to have a 
1 Thouſand with red hot Spits come hiſsing in upon 'em. 


Edg. My Tears begin to take bis Part ſo much, 
They mar my Counterfeiting. IAlie. 
Lear. The little Dogs and al, ＋ ray, Blanch, and 
2 Sweet- Heart, ſee they bark at me. 
. Ede. Tom will throw his Head at 'em ; avaunt, ye Curs 
Ze thy Mouth, or black, or white, 
Tooth that poiſons if it bite ; $05” 
Maſtiff, Grey-Hound, Mungrel, Giim, 
Hound, or Spaniel, Brach, or Hym; 
Bob- Tail, Hight, or Trundle- Tail, 
Tom will make 'em weep and wail ; 
For with throwing thus my Head, 
a — leo che Hatch, and all a are e fed, F 
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Ud, de, de, de, See, ſee, ſee, Come, march to Wakes, 
and Fairs, and Market-Towns. ——ÞPoor Tom, thy Horn 
1 ary... 
Lear. You, Sir, I entertain you for ane of: my Hun- 
dred, only I do not like the Faſhion of your Garments ; 
you'll ſay they're Perſian, but no Matter, let em be 


changed 
| Enter Gloſter. 5 
Ede. This is the foul Fl:bertigibet ; he Vs at Cur- 
few, Bod walks at firſt Cock; he gives the Web, and the 
Pin ; knits the Elflock ; ſquints the Eye, and makes the 
Hair-Lip ; mildews the white Wheat, and hurts the Poop 
Creature of the Farth. 
Swithin footed thrice the Cold, 3 
He met the Night Mare and ber Nine- F old, 
„ there he did appoint her; 
He bid her alight, and her Troth plight, 
u And arroynt the Witch arroynt her. 
— 4 Gleſt. What, has your Grace no better Company? 
11 Eag. The Prince of Darkneſs i is a Gentleman; ; Wes 
he is call'd, and Maha. 
re Gloſt. Go with me, Sir; hard b by Ih havea W 8 
| My Duty cannot ſuffer me to obey in all your Daugh- 
an ters hard Commands, who have enjoin'd me to make faſt 


a. 06 Ae 


id my Doors, and let this tyrannous Night take hold upon 5 2 
I you. Yet have I ventur'd to come to ſeek you out, and 4 


a bring you where both Fire and Food are ready. 
Kent. Good my Lord, take his Offer. 

Lear. Firſt let me talk with this Philoſopher ;_ 
de, Say, Staggerite, what is the Cauſe of Thunder? 
nd _ Glo. Beſeech you, Sir, go with me, 

Lear. I'll take a Word with this ſame learned 2 | 
rs. What is your Study? 
Eag. How to prevent the Fiend, and to kill Vermin. 8 

| Lear, Let me aſk you a Word in private. | 

Kent. His Wits are quite unſettled ; good Sir, let's force 
him hence. 

Gloft. Can'ft blame him ? His Daughters ſeek his 
Ä this Bedlam but diſturbs him the more. F ellow, 


one. 
"5 + Child Rowland to the dark Tow'r came, 
D 55 His 
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His Word was ſtill Fi, Fo, and Ffum, | 
we. ſmell the Blood of a Britiſh Man. . Torture! 
Exit 
Gbeft. Now, I prithee Friend, let s take him 0 our 
Arms, and carry him where he ſhall meet both Welcome 
Good Sir, along with us. (land Protection. 
Lear. Lou ſay right, let em anatomize Regan, for what 
breeds about her Heart; is there any Cauſe in Nature for 
theſe hard Hearts??? 
Kent. I beſcech your Grace. 
L.ear. Hiſt ſ=— Make no Noiſe, make no Noiſe —— 
| 0 ſo; we'llto Supper i'th* Morning. Tow, 
Enter Cordelia and Arante, 
Se Dear Madam, reſt ye here, our Search is vain, 
Look, here's a Shed ; beſeech ye, enter here. 
Cord. Prithee go thyſelf, ſeek thy own Eaſe ; 
Where the Mind's free, the Body's delicate; 
This Tempeſt but diverts me from the Thought 
Of what would hurt me more. 
* Enter two Ruffians. 
Ze 1. Ruff. We have dog'd em far enough; this Place is 
5 rl keep em Priſoners here within this Hovel, [ private; 
Whilſt you return and bring Lord Edmund hither ; 1 


| But help me firſt to houſe em. 
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2. Ruf. Nothing but this dear Devil 1 Gold, 
Shou'd have dran me through all this Tempeſt; Ty 
But to our Work. 
5 They ſeize Cordelia and Arante, who fprick out. 
Soft, Madam, we are Friends; diſpatch, I fay. 
Cor. Help, Murder, Help; ; Gods ! Some kind Thun- 
To ſtrike me dead, [Lerbolt 
Aue Edgar. 
e. What Cry was that —Ha Women ſeiz' d by 
Is his a Place and Time for Villaimy?  _ [Ruffians? 
Avaunt, ye Bloodhounds. 1 them with his Quar- 
|  [rer-/taff. 
Both. The Devil, the n | [Run e. 
Eag. O ſpeak, what are ye chat appear to be. Eh 
1 ch tender Sex, and yet unguarded wander 
Through the dread Mazes of this dreadful Night, 
Where (though at full) the clouded Moon ſcarce darts 240 
Imperfect Glimmerings? 1 


SS >. 3 * am 


. 


Cord. Firſt iy wine art a? ' 


Our Guardian Angel, that wert pleas'd t aſſume 


That horrid Shape to fright the Raviſhers ? 

We'll kneel to thee. 
Eds. O my tumultuous Blood ! 

By all my trembling Veins, Cordelia's Voice; 3 

Tis ſhe herſelf. My Senſes ſure conform 

To my wild Garb, and I am mad indeed. [Alde. 
Cord. Whate'er thou art, befriend a wretched Virgin 1 

And, if thou canſt, direct our weary Search. | 
Edg. Who relieves poor Tom, that ſleeps on the Nettle, 


with the Hedge-pig for his Pillow. 


Whilſt Suu ply'd the Bellows, 
She truck'd with her Fellows ; 
The freckie-fac'd Mab 
Was a Blouze and a Drab, 
Vet Swwithin madeOberon jealous. oh! Torture, 
Ar. Alack ! Madam, a poor wand'ring W 
Cord. And yet his Language ſeem'd but nq; Well tem- 
Speak, Friend, to one more wretched than *. [per'd. 
And if thou haſt one Interval of Senſe, 
Inform us, if thou canſt, where we may find 
A poor old Man, who through this Heath has Aray'd >. 
The tedious Night. Speak, ſaw'it thou ſuch a one Po 
Ede. The King her Father, whom ſhe's come to ſeck, 


Through all the Terrors of this Night: O Gods! [4 147. 4 


That ſuch amazing Piety, ſuch Tenderneſs 

Shou'd yet to me be cruel. 

Yes, fair one, ſuch a one was lately here, 

And is convey'd by ſome that came to ſeek him, 

4'0 a neighb'ring Cottage 3 ; but dinner Where, 

I know not. 

Cord. Bleflings on em: 

Let's find him out, Arante, for thou ſeeſt | e 

We are in Heaven's Protection. | [Going . 
Eag. O Cordelia! 3 
* Ha! — Thou know'f my Nasse 
 Eag. As you did once know Edgars. 8 
Cerd. Faga 1 = 
Edg. The poor Remains of Edgar. What your 8 

has left him, D 2 Cord. 
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Cord. Do we e wake, Arante? 

Edg. My Father ſeeks my Life, which I Fre 'd, 
In Hopes 2 ſome bleſt Minute to oblige 
Diſtreſt Cordelia, and the Gods have given it; 

That Thought alone prevail'd with me to take 

This frantick Dreſs, to make the Earth my Bed, 

With theſe bare Limbs all Change of Seaſons bide, 

Noon's ſcorching Heat, and M idnight s piercing Cold, 

To feed on Offals, and to drink with Herds, 

To combat with the Winds, and be the Sport 
Of Clowns, or what's more wretched yet, their Pity, 

Ar. Was ever Tale ſo full of Miſery ! 

Eag. But fuch a Fall as this I grant was due 

To my aſpiring Love, for *twas preſumptuous, 
'Thovgh not preſumptuouily purſued ; 

For well you know I wore my F James conceal'd, 
And filent as the Lamps that burn in Tombs, 
Till you Ferceiv d my Grief, with modeſt Grace 

Drew forth the Secret, and then ſeal'd my Pardon. 
Cord. You had your Pardon, nor can you * more. 

Lag. What do I challenge more! | 
Such Vanity agrees not with theſe Rags : 

When in my proſp'rous State, rich G/o/ter's Heir, 
You ſilenc'd my Pretences, and enjoin'd me 
To trouble you upon that Theme no more; 


Ihen what Reception muſt Love's Language find 


From theſe bare Limbs and Beggar's humble Weeds! 


Cord. Such as a Voice of Pardon toa Wretch condemn 0. 
Such as the Shouts | 


Of f ſuccouring Forces to a Town beheg' d. 
| Fas. Ah ! what new Method now of Cruelty 
Cer Come to my Arms, thou dearelt, beſt of Men, 
And take the kindeft V ows that e'er were ſpoke 
By a proteſting Maid. 
Fag. Ist poſſible ? 
Cord. By the dear vital S enn that bathes my Heart: 
Theſe hallowed Rags of thine, and naked Virtue, 
Theſe abject Taſſels, theſe fantaſtick Shreds, 
(Ridiculous even to the meaneſt Clown) 
To me aredearer than the richeſt Fomp 
Of purple Monarchs, 9 


1800 
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ag. Generous charming Maid, 
The Gods alone that made, can rate thy Worth! 
This moſt amazing Excellence ſhall be 5 
Fame's Triumph in ſucceeding Ages, when 
Thy bright Example ſhall adorn the Scene, 
And teach the World Perfection. 
Cord. Cold and weary, 
We'll reſt a while, Arante, on that Straw, 
Then forward to find out the poor old King. 
Eds. Look, I have Flint and Steel, the Implements 
Of wand'ring Lunaticks ; ; I'll ftrike a Liz ht, 
And make a Fire beneath this Shed, to dry 
Thy Storm-drench'd Garments, *e're thou lie to reſt thee ; 
Then fierce and wakeful as th' ene Dragon, 
I'll watch beſide thee to protect thy Sleep 
Mean while the Stars ſhall dart hair binden Beams, 
And Angels viſit my Cordelia s Dreams. Luut. 


8 * E N E, The Palace. 


Enter Coriwal, Renkin, Baſtard, >. WC Comual 
| _______evith Gloſter's Letters. | 


Duke. I will have my Revenge re I 3 his Houſe, 
Regan, ſee here, a Plot upon our State; 


'Tis Glofter's Character, that has betray'd 
His double Truſt of Subject and of Hoſt. 

Reg. Then double be our Vengeance; this confirms 
Th' Intelligence that we now receiv'd, 
That he has been this Night to ſeek the King ; ; 
But who, Sir, was the kind Diſcoverer? 


Duke. Our Eagle, quick to by, and fierce ta ſeize ; ; 
Our truſty Edmund.” : 


Reg. Twas a noble Servicez _ 
O Cornwwal, take him to thy deepeſt Truſt, 
And wear him as a Jewel at thy Heart. 4 
Baſi. Think, Sir, how hard a Fortune I ſuſtain, EOS 


That makes me thus repent of ſerving you; 15 eps. 
O that this Treaſon had not been, or I 
Not the Diſcoverer. 


ute, Edmund, thou ſhall find 3 . 
. 23 | A Father 


42 The HisroRY of 


A Father in our Love, and from this Minute 
We call thee Earl of G/% er; but there yet 
Remains another Juſtice to be done, 
And that's to puniſh this diſcarded Traitor; 
But leſt thy tender Nature ſhould relent 
At his juſt Sufferings, nor brook the Sight, 
Ve wiſh thee to withdraw. 5 
Reg. The Grotto, Sir, within the lower Grore [To 
Has Privacy to ſuit a Mourner's Thought. [Edmund ide. 
Baſt. And there I way expect a Comforter, 
Ha, Madam? | 
Reg. What may bappen, Sir, I know not- 
But tas a Friend's Advice. Lexi Baſtard. 
| Date. Bring! in the Traitor. 


Gloſter brought i in. 
Bind faſt his Arms. 
609i. What mean your Graces EE 
You are my Gueſts, pray do me no foul Play. 
Dude. Bind him, 1fay, hard, harder yet. 
Reg. Now, Traitor, thou ſhalt ee 
Due. Speak, Rebel, where haſt thou ſent the King ? 15 
Whom, Spight of our Necree, thou ſaw'ſt laſt Night. 
Gift. I'm ty'd to th' Stake, and muſt ſtand the Courſe. 
Reg. Say where, and why thou haſt conceal'd him? 
_ _ Glof. Becauſe I won'd not fee thy cruel Hands. 
Tear out his poor old Eyes, nor thy fierce Siſter 
Carve his annointed Fleſh ; but I ſhall ſee 
The ſwift wing'd Vengeance overtake ſuch Children. | 
Duke. See't thou ſhalt never; Slaves perform your Work, f 
Out with thoſe treacherous Ey es; — 1 ſay, 
If thou ſeek Vengeance —— 
____ Gs, He that will think to live, till he ba old— 
Gire me ſome Help. — 0 cruel ! oh! ye Gods. 
| (74% put out his Eyes. 
Serv. Hold, hold, my Lark: J bar your Cruelty z 4 
I cannot love your Safety, and give Way 
To ſuch a barbarous Practice. 
Dake. Ha? my Villain! | 
Serv. ] have been your Servant from my weer, 
But better Service have I never done you 
: Than with this Yoldnels,» — — 


fs 


King LE AR. 43 
Duke. Take thy Death, Slave. 55 
Serv. Nay, then Revenge whilſt yet my Blood is warm. 


[ Fight. 
Reg. Help here Are you not hurt, my Lord ? 
Gloft. E awed, enkindle all the Sparks of Nature 


To quit this horrid Act. 


Reg. Out treacherous Villain, 
Thou call'ſt on him that hates thee ; it was he 
That broach'd thy Treaſon, ſhew'd us thy Diſpatches ;_ 
There—read, and fave the Cambrian Prince a Labo ar. 
If thy Eyes fail thee, call for Spectacles. 
Gif. O my Folly ! 
Then Edgar was abus'd ; kind Gods, forgive me that. 
Reg. How is 't, my Lord ? 
Dake. Turn out that eyeleſs Villain, let him ſme] 
His Way to Cambray ; throw this Slave upon a Dunghill. 
Regan, I bleed apace; give me your Rs | 
610. All dark, and comfortletfs ! 
Where are theſe various Objects that, but now, 
Employ'd my buſy Eyes ? Where thoſe Eyes? 
Dead are their piercing Rays, that lately ſhot 
O'er flow'ry Vales to diſtant ſnowy Hills, 
And drew with Joy the vaſt Horizon in. 
Theſe groping Hands are now my only Guides, 
And Feeling all my Sight. 
© Miſery ! What Words can ſound my Grief? 


Shut from the Living whilſt among the Living; 


Dark as the Grave amidſt the buſtfing World. 

At once from Bus'nels, and from Pleaſure bar'd : 
No more to view the Beauty of the Spring, 

Nor ſee the Face of Kindred, or of Friend: 

Yet ſtill one Way it” extreameſt Fate affords, 
And e' en the Blind can find the Way to Death. 


Muſt I then tamely die, and unreveng'd? _ 
So Leer may fail : No, with theſe bleeding Rings 
1 will preſent me to the pitying Crowd, 


And with tic Rhetorick of thefe dropping Veins 
Enflame em to revenge their King and me; 


Then when the glarious Miſchief's on the Wing, 


This Lumber from ſome Precipice I'll throw, 


And Gaſh it on the * Flint below ; ; 
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| Whence my freed Soul to her bright Sphere ſhall fly, Q 7 
Through boundleſs Orbs eternal Regions ſpy, 
And like (the Sun) be all one glorious Eye. Exit.) 


The End of the Third AE. \ 


ACT. IV. 
8 c E N E, A Grotto, | 


| Fdmund and Regan amorouſy ſeated, ti ifening to 2 >. 


: Fal. of #226 . HY, ow! thoſe Beauties made another” 7 
. vy 5 5 Which none can prize like me? Charm- 
ing Queen, 
Take my blooming Youth ; for ever 
fold me | 


> 5 IS. 7 — 


fe EY . 
In thoſe ſoft Arms; lull me in endleſs "JR | 
That I may dream of Pleaſures too tranſporting = 
For Life to bear. 
KReg. Live, live, my Gloſter, 85 
And Feel no Death, but that of ſwooning Joy ! * 
I yield the Bliſſes on no harder Terms, 
Than that thou continue to be happy. 
Bat. This Jealouſy i is yet more kind; is't. poſible. 
That I ſhould wander from a Paradiſe 
To feed on ſickly Weeds? Such Sweets live here, 
That Conſtancy will be no Virtue in me. F 
And yet muſt I forthwith go meet her Siſter, Li 2 
To whom I muſt fe; as MUChw—o—_ * 
Supp 5 it be the ame 3 why, beſt n,, 


— — 9 
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The Peaſants are all up in Mutiny, 
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And I have then my Leſſon ready conn'd. 


Reg. Wear this Remembrance of me — I dare now 
[ Gives bim a Ring. | 
Abſent myſelf no longer from the Duke, 
Whoſe Wound grows dangerous, I hope mortal. 
Baſt. And let this happy Image of your Glofter 
[ Pulling out a Picture, drops a Note. 
Lodge! in that Breaſt where all his Treaſure lies. [Exit. 
Reg. To this brave Youth a Woman's blooming Beauties 
Are due ; my Fool uſurps my Bed — What's here ? 
Confuſion on my Eyes. | [Reags. 
Where Merit is tranſdarent, not to behold it were 
Blindneſs, and not to reward it, Ingratitude. 


Goneril. 
Vexatious Accident ! Yet fortanats too: 
My Jealouſy's confirm'd, and I am taught 
To caſt for my Defence = — Enter an Officer. 


Now, what mean thoſe Shouts, and this thy haſty Entrance? 


OF. A moſt ſurpriſing and a ſudden Ong 4. WY. + 
And only want a Chief to lead 'em on ; 
To ſtorm your Palace. 

Reg. On what Provocation ? 

05 At laſt Day's publick Feſtival, to which 


The Veomen from all Quarters had repair'd; 
Old G fer, whom you late depriv'd of Sight, 


(His Veins yet ſtreaming freſh) preſents himſelf, 
Proclaims your Cruelty, and their Oppreflion, 
With the King's Injuries ; ; which ſo enrag'd 'em, 
That now that Mutiny, which long had crept, 
Takes Wing, and threatens your belt Pow'rs. Ns 
Reg. White-liver'd Slave | 
Our Forces rais'd, and led by valiant E amund, 
Shall drive this Monſter of Rebellion back 
To her dark Cell; young Gleſer's Arm allays oo 
The Storm, his F ather's Peble Breath did raiſe, [ Exit. 
De Field SCENE, Enter Edgar. 
Ede. The loweſt and moit abje&t Thing of Fortune 
Rage: full in Hope, and is ſecure from Fear ; 


The lamentable Change is from the Beſt, 
1-38 17 ror returns to Better, n= WR comes here ? 


Eater . 
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Enter Gloſter, led by an old Man. 
My Father poorly led ! dep riy* 4 of Sight! _ 
The precious Stones torn fem their bleeding Rings! 
Something I heard of this inuman Need, 
But diſbeliev'd it, as an Act too horrid 
For the hot Hell of a curſt Woman's Fury; 

When will the Meaſure of my Woes be full ? 

6%. Revenge, thou art on foot, Succeſs attend thee. 
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Well have I fold my Eyes, if the Event 


Prove happy for 2 injur'd King. . 
Old PA good Lord, I have been your Tenant, | 
and your F Aber; 8 1 theſe fourſcore Years. 
61. Away, get thee away, good Friend be gone; 
Thy Comforts can do me no Good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 
Old M. You cannot ſee your Way. 
Gloft. I have no Way, and therefore want no o Eyes, 
I fumbled when I ſaw: O dear Son Edgar, WE re 


| . The Food of thy abuſed Father's Wrath, 


Might I but live to ſee thee in my Touch, 

I'd fay, I had Eyes a 

Eag. Alas, he's l nile t that I was wrong'd, 

And ſhow's I own myſelf, his tender Heart 
Would break-betwixt th Extreams of Grief and Joy. 
O M. How now, who's there? 
Ea. A Charity for poor Tom. Play fair, and defy 
the foul Fiend. 


E:  OGods! And muſt I ſtill purſue bs Trade, [ 47 de. 
* Fre beneath ſach Loads of Miſery? RE 


Ola M. His poor mad Tom, 
Gleft. In the late Storm, I ſuch a Fellow ſaw, 
Which made me think a Man a Worm. 


Where is the Lunatick ? 


Old M. Here, my Lord. 

Sul. Get thee now away; if for my Sake 

Thou wilt o'er-take us hence a Mile, or two, 

I'th*. Way to Dower, do't for ancient Love, 

And bring ſome Cov'ring for this naked Weed, | 

Whom I'll intreat to lead me. | 
Ola M. Alack, my Lord, he's mad. (Aung, 


Glo. "Tis the Time 8 Plagas _ Mad-men lead the 
| Do as I bid ches. | _ Ola 


'/ 


. 4 
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. "ww me thou ſaw ' ſt with him in the late Storm. 
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Old M. I'll bring him the beſt 'parrel that Thave, 
Come on't what will. Ws (Exit. 


* Sirrah, naked Fellow. 
Eag. Poor Tom's a cold — I cannot fool it longer, | 


| And yet I muſt——Bleſs thy ſweet Eyes, they bleed ; 


Believ't poor Tom ev*n weeps his blind to ſee em. 

Gloſt. Know'ſt thou the Way to Do r? 

_ Ede. Both Stile and Gate, Horſe-way and F oot-path ; 
poor Tom has been ſcared out of his good Wits ; bleſs | 
every true Man's Son from the foul Fiend. 

Gloſt. Here take this Purſe ; that I am wretched 
Makes thee happier. Heav'n deal fo ſtill. 
Thus let the griping Uſurer's Hoard be ſcatter'd, 

So Diftribution ſhall undo Exceſs, 


And each Man have enough. Doſt thou know Dover ? 


Fag. Ay, Maſter. 


Gleft. There's a Cliff, whoſe high and bending Head 
Looks dreadfully down on the roaring Deep; 


Bring me but to the very brink of it, 
And [I'll repair the Poyerty thou bear'ſt 


With ſomething rich about me ; from that Place 
1 ſnall no Leading need. 
ag. Give me thy Arm: Poce Tom ſhall guide thee, 
let. Soft, for I hear the Tread of Paſſengers. 
Enter Kentand Cordelia, 


Cord. Ahme! Your Fear's too true, it was the King 3 


J ſpoke but now with ſome that met him 
As mad as the vex'd Sea, finging aloud, 


| - Crown'd with rank Femiter, and Furrow Weeds, 
With Berries, Burdocks, Violets, Dazies, Poppichs 


And all the idle Flowers that grow 


In our ſuſtaining Corn; conduct me to him, 
And Heav'n ſo proſper thee. | 


Kent, I will good Lady, 


Fa, Glofter here Turn, poor dark Man, wil hear 


A Friend's Condolement, who at Sight of thine 


Forgets his own Diſtreſs, thy old true Kent. 


Gloft. How, Kent? From whence return d? 


Kent. I have not ſince my Baniſhment been abſent, 
But in Diſguiſe follow'd th abandon'd King: 


Chf. 
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Ghoſt. Let me embrace thee; had I Eyes, I now 
Should weep for Joy ; but let this trickling Blood 
Suffice inſtead of Tears. 
Cord. O Miſery ! % 
To whom ſhall I complain, or in what Language ? 
Forgive, O wretched Man, the Piety 
That brought thee to this Paſs, twas I that caus di it; 3 
TI caſt me at thy Feet, and beg of thee 
Jo cruſh theſe weeping Eyes to equal Darkneſs, 
If that will give thee any Recompence. 


Eag. Was ever Seaſon ſo diſtreſt as this! [Aldi. 


4% I think Corde/ia's Voice ! Riſe pious Princeſs, 
And take a dark Man's Blefling. 
Cord. O, my Edgar! © 

My Virtue's now grown guilty, works the Bane | 
00 thoſe that do befriend me, Heav'n forſakes me, 
And when you look that Way, it is but juſt 
That you ſhou'd hate me too. 


1 Eag. O wave this cutting Speech, and ſpare to wound : 
XA eart that's on the Rack. 


Gloſt. No longer cloud thee, Eur | in | that Diſcuiſe, 
There's Buſineſs for thee, and of nobleſt Weight ; ; 


= Our injur'd Country i is at length in Arms, 


_ Urg'd by the King's inhuman Wrongs and mine, 
And only want a Chief to lead em on. 
That Taſk be thine. 


Ea. Brave Britains, then there's Life in't yet. (je 


Kent. Then have we one Caſt for our 8 ſtill. 

Come, Princeſs, I'll beſtow you with the King, 
Then on the Spur to head theſe Forces. 

Farewel, Gleſter, to our Conduct truſt. 


5 . And be your Cauſe as proſp'rous as tis juſt. [Ex. 


Goneril's Palace. Enter Goneril, Attendants. 


Gen. It was great Ignorance, G/o/ter's Eyes being out, 


To let him live, where he arrives he moves 
All Hearts againſt us: Edmund I think is gone, 
In Pity to his Miſery to diſpatch him. 


Gent. No, Madam, he's return'd on * Summons : 


Back to your Siſter, 5 
Gon. Ha ! I like not that, 


Such Speed nu. have che Wings of Love; ; here" Aba ? 


Gent. 


it, 


rat. 


Th e that walk _ the Beach, 
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Gent. Madam, within, but never Man fo chang' d; 
] told him of the Uproar of the Peaſants, 
He ſmil'd at it, when I inform'd hun 


Of Glofler's Treaſon —— 


Gon. Trouble him no farther, 


It is his coward Spirit; back to our Siſter, 


Haſten her Muſters, and let her know 
I have giv'n the Diſtaff into my Huſband's Hands. 
That done, with ſpecial Care deliver tacks err nomad | 


In private to young Glofter. 


Enter a Meſſonger. 


Meß. O Madam, moſt unſeaſonable News, 
The Duke of Cornaual's dead of his late Wound, 
Whoſe Loſs your Siſter has in Part ſupply'd, 

DG brave Edmund General of her Forces, 


Gon. One Way I like this well ; 
But being a Widow, and my Ghjter with her, 


May blaſt the promis d Harveſt of our Love. 


A Word more, Sir. add Speed to your Journey, 
And if you chance to meet with that blind Traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. [Eæ:. 
The Ficld SCENE, Gloſter and Edgar. 15 ; 
Glhſt. When ſhall we come to th' Top of that ſame 
Ez. We climb it now, mark how we labour (Hill? 
f Ghjt. Methinks the Ground is even, * 
Eag. Horribly ſteep; heark, do you hear the Sea! . 
Gt. No truly. 
Edg. Why then your other Senſes grow impe ett 
By your Eyes Anguiſh. _ 
_  Gloſe. So may it be indeed. 


| Methinks thy Voice is alter'd, and thou ſpeak” ſt 
In better Phraſe and Manner than thou didſt. 


Edg. You are much deceiv'd ; ; in nothing am I alter d 


But my Garments. 


Gloſt. Methinks y' are better ſpoken, 1 
Edg. Come on, Sir. here's the Place; how fearful 


And dizzy tis to caſt one's Eyes fo low. 


The Crows and Choughs, that wing the midway Air, 
Shew ſcarce ſo big as Beetles ; half Way down 
Hangs one that gathers Samphire, dreadful Trade 


Appear 
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Appear like Mice: and yon tall anch'ring Bark 
Seems leſlen'd to her Cock, her Cock a Buoy, 
Almoſt too ſmall for Sight; the, murmuring Surge 
Cannot be heard ſo high; I'll took no more 
Leſt my Brain turn, and the Diſorder make me 
Tumble down head- long. 
| Glo/t. Sct me where you ſtancd. 
Ep. You are now within a Foot of th* extream Verge. | 
For all beneath the Moon I wou'd 1 not now 
Leap forward. a 
_ Ghfe. Let go my Hand ; | 
Here, Friend, 1s another Purſe, in it a Jewel 7 
Well worth a poor Man's taking; get thee farther, 
Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going 
Eag Fare you well, Sir. That I do trifle thus 
With this his Deſpair, 3 is with Deſign to cure it. 
Cloſt. Thus, mighty Gods, this World I do renounce, 7 
And in your Sight ſhake my Afflictions off; ; 
If I cou'd bear em longer, and not fall, 
Jo quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs Wills, 

My Snuff and feebler Part of Nature ſhou'd 
Burn itfelf out. If Edgar liv'd! Oh! bleſs him. 
Now, Fellow, fare A well. 

Eag. Gone, Sir, farewell. 

And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
'The Treaſury of Life. Had he been where he though, 
By this had Thought been paſt, Alive, or Dead? 
Hoa, Sir, Friend ; hear you, Sir, ſpeaks. — 
Thus might he paſs indeed yet ye revives. \ 
What are you, Sir? X 

Gloſt. Away, and let me die. 

Eag. Hadſt thou been ought but Goſmore Feathers 85 
Falling ſo many Fathom down, ir, 
Thou hadſt ſhiver'd like an Egg; but thou doſt breathe, 
Haſty heavy Subſtance. Bleed'lt ? Not 88 Art found = 

Thy Life's a Miracle. 8 
Gloſt. But have I fallen, or no? : 

Eqs. From the dread Summit of this PI Davies : 
e, up, an Height, the ſhrill tun d Lark fo * 3 
Cannot e ſeen, or heard; do but look up. n 

. Alack, J have no Eyes, eee 
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I; Wretchedneſs W that Benefit 
To end itſelf by Death ? 
Eag. Give me your Arm. 
Up; ; fo, how is't? Feel you your Legs | ? You and. 
- Too well, too well. 
Eag. Upon the Brow o' thi Cliff, what Thing was that 
Which parted from ou? 
Gloſt. A poor unfortunate Beggar. 
Eag. As ] ſtood here below, inethought his Ey es. 
Were two full Moons, wide Noſtrils breathing Fire. 
It was ſome Fiend, therefore thou happy Father, | 
Think that th' all powerful Gods, who make them FHo- - 
Of Mens Impoſſibilities, have preſerved thee: ©. (ours --; 
| Gle/t. "Tis wonderful; henceforth I'Il bear Afflicdtion 
Till it expire; the Goblin which you ſpeak of, 
I took for a Man; oft-times *twould ſay, 
The Fiend, the Fiend : He led me to that Place. cheek ? 
5 * Bear free and patient Thoughts. Put who comes 
Enter Lear, a Coronet of Flowers on his Head; 


Wreaths and Garlands about bim. 3 


| Lear. No, no; tley cannot touch me for coining r 
1 am the King himſelf. 

Eag. O piercing Sight, _ „ 
Lear. Nature's above Art in that Reſpect; there " 
your Preſs-Money : That Fellow handles his Bow like ax 
Cow-Keeper : Draw me a Clothier's Yard, A 
Mouſe, a Mouſe, peace, hoa ! There's my Gauntlet ; T'IL 
prove it on a Giant: Bring up the brown Bills : 0 well 
flown Bird; i' th' White, i' th White, — — 

Heugh! Give the Word. 

Eax. Sweet Maj Joram. 

Lear. Paſs. 5 

Gliſt. I know that Voice: 

Leur. Ha! Goneril with a white Beard! They flat 
ter'd me like a Dog, and told me I had white Hairs on my 
Chin, before the black ones were there; to ſay ay and 
no to every thing that I ſaid: Ay and u too was no 
go d Divinity. When the Rain came once to wet me, 
and the Winds to make me chatter; when the Thunder 

wou'd not peace at my bidding: There I found 'em, 
5 there 1 ſmelt chem out. Go to, they are not Men of 
| E 2. . 


Fiel Fie! Pahl. 
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their Words; they told me I was a king; is a Lye, 
IJ am not Ague proof. 
G. T hat Voice I well remember, is't not che Kings * 
Lear. Ay, every Inch a King; when I do fare, 
See how the Subject quakes, 
FT pardon that Man s Life; what was the Caife 
_ Adultery ? Thou ſhalt not die. Die for Adultery !_ 
The Wren goes to't, and the ſmall gilded Fly 
Engenders in my Sight. Let CO thrive ; * 
For G/5/ter's Baſtard Son was kinder to his Father, 
Than were my Daughters, got i'th' Lawful Bed. 
To't Luxury, Pell-Mell, for I lack Soldiers. 
G. Not all my Sorrows paſt ſo deep have touch'd me, 
As theſe fad Accents: Sight were now a Torment, — 
Lear, Behold that fimp'ring Lady, ſhe that ſtarts 
At Pleaſure's Name, and thinks her Ear profan'd 
- With the leait wanton Word; wou'd you believe it, 
The Fitcher, nor the pamper'd Steed goes to't 
Wich ſach a riotous Appetite: Down from the Waſte | 
they are Cextaurs, though Women all above; but to the 
Girdle do the Gods inherit, beneath is all the Fiends : 


there 5 Hell, there? 5 Darkneſs, the ſulphurous unfathom'd.— 12 


An Ounce of Civet, good Apo- 
thecary, to ſweeten my Imagination. Ar dere s Mo- 
nej for thee. 
Claſt. Let me kiſs that Hand. 
Lear. Let me wipe it firſt; it ſmells of Mortality. 
64. Speak, Sir, do you know me? _ * 
Tier. J remember thy Eyes well enough: Nay, do 
thy worſt, blind Cupia, on not love. —Read me this 4 
/ Challenge, mark but the penning of it. 
Gre, Were all the Letters Suns, I cou'd not ths.” 
Els. I wou'd not take this from Report; wretched 


What will thy Virtue do, when thou ſhalt find ( 055 lle 3 5 


This freſh Affliction added to the Te. 
Of thy unparallel'd Griefs. 
Lear. Read. 
Gloſt. What! with this Caſe of Ez 50 | 
 Lyar. O ho! Are you there with me? No Eyes 1 


your Head, and no Money in om Purſe ? Yet yo. ics * 


how _ World goe r. I 


—— 
n 
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_ Glee. I fee it feelingly. = 
Lear. What! Art mad! A Man may ſee bow this 
35 World goes with no Eyes. Look with thy Ears; ſee 
how yon Juſtice rails on that ſimple Thief ; ſhake 'em 
together, and the firft that drops, be it 'Thief, or Juſtice, 
is a Villain, Thou haſt {een a Farmer 8 Dog bark at a 
r 
_ Gloft, Ay, Sir. 855 FS, 
Tear. And the Man ran from the Car ; ; there tow 
might'ſt behold the great Image of Authority, a Dog's. 
| obey'd in Office. Thou Raſcal, Beadle, hold up thy 
% kloody Hand, why doſt thou laſh that Strumpet ? Thow 
hotly luſt'ſt to enjoy her in that Kind for which thoa 
| _ Whip her; do, do, the Judge that ſentenc'd her has 
been before-hand with thee. 
_ Got. How ſtiff is my, vile Senſe, that vields not yet? 
- Lear. I tell thee the Uſurer hangs the Couz'ner —— 
through tatter'd Robes ſmall Vices do appear ; Robes. 
and Fur-Gowns hide all: Place Sins with Gold; why 
there 'tis for thee, my Friend, make much of it; it has. 
the Power to ſeal the Accuſer's Lips. Get thee glass 
Eyes, and (like a ſcurvy Politician) ſeem to ſee the © 
Things thou doſt not. Pull, pull off my Boots; hard, 
harder; ſo, ſo. 
6ſt. O Matter and Impertinency mixt . 
Reaſon in Madneſs. 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my F ortunes, take my Eyes, 
I know thee well enough, thy Name is Gl/o/ter. 
Thou mult be patient, we come crying hither ; 
Thou know'ſt, the firſt Time that we taſte the Air 
: We wail and cry- PII preach to thee, mark, 
Eag. Break, lab'ring Heart. Fo 
oF ow: When we are born, we cry that we are come 
= = To this great Stage of Fools. mo. 
= SG Enter two or three Gentlemen, 
Gent. O! here he is; lay Hand upon him, Sir; 2 
Vour deareſt Daughter ſends—— — _ 

Tear. No Reicue? What! A Priſoner ? I aur even 
the natural Fool of Fortune: Uſe me well, you ſhall 
have Ranſom. ——— Let me ks Surgeons: Oh! Iam. 

cut to ch' Brains. 


3 


8 3 | Cent. 


— 
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Gent. You ſhall have any Thing. 

Lear. No Seconds? All myſelf? I will die bravely 
like a ſmug Bridegroom, fluſh'd and pamper'd as a Prieſt's 
Whore, Tam King, my Maſters, know ye tliat? 

Gent. You are a Roy al One, and we obey you. 

Lear. It were an excellent Stratagem to ſhoe a Troop 
of Horſe with Felt, I'll put in proof.——No Noite, no 
Noiſe. Now will we. ſteal upon. theſe Sons-1 -1n-Law, 
and then ——ill, kill, Kill, kill! LL. Running, 

Coz. A Sight moſt moving 1n the meaneit Wretch, 

Pait ſpeaking in a King. Now, good Sir, what are you? 

Ed,. A moſt poor Man made tame to Fortune“ s Strokes, 
And prone to Pity by experienc d Sorrows; give me out 
(Hand. 
G1˙,i. vou ever gentle Gods, take my Breath from me, 


Ard let not my 3ll Genius tempt me more 


_ Todie before you pleaſe. 


Enter Goneril's Gentleman Upper R 
Sent. A proclaim'd Prize: O moſt happily met: 
That E ye-leis Head of thine was firlt fram'd Fleſh 
To raiſe my Fortunes; thou old unhappy Traitor, 5 
The Sword 1s out that muſt deſtroy thee. 5 
G72/t. Now let thy friendly Hand put Strength enough 
Sent. Wherefore, bold Peaſant, 1 2 3 
| Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publich'd Traitor ? Hence, 
Lest I deſtroy thce too. Let go his Arm. | 
Eo, Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther 'Caſion. 
Gent. Let go, Slave, or thou dieſt. 
EA. Good Gentleman go your Gate, and let poor 
Volk paſs; and chu'd ha“ bin“ zwagger'd out of my 
Life, it wou'd not a bin zo long as *tts by a Vort-Night. 
M, an' thou com'ſt near th' old Man, I'ſt try 
whether your Coſtard or my Ballow be th harder. 
Gent. Out Dunghill. 
Ez. Chill pick your Toetd, Zir; come, no Matter 
Voines. 
Gent. Slave, won haſt ſlain me; oh! untimely Death! 
Zag I know thee well, a ſerviceable Villain, 
As 8 to the Vices of thy Midtreſs, 
As Luft couv'd wiſh, 


- Ghote Whit! is he desde ns 
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Fag. Sit you, Sir, and reſt you, Ds 
This is a Letter Carrier, and may have 
Some Papers of Intelligence, that may ſtand 


Our Party in good ſtead to know.——— What's here? 


TTafes a Letter out of his Pocket ; ; ** and reads. 
To Edmund Earl of G/ofler. | 
Let our mutual Loves be remember'd, you have many 

| Opportunities io cut him off. If he return the 

| Congaeror, then I am ſtill a Priſoner, and his 

Bed my Goal; from the loaathd Warmth of 


f on 1 <vhich deliver me, ans. eld the Place for your _ 
labour. | 


A Plot upon her Huſband's Life, 
And the Exchange my Brother Here i' th Sands 
I'll rake thee up, thou Meſſenger of Luſt, 
Griev'd only that thou hadſt no other Deaths-Man. 
In Time and Place convenient I'll produce 
ff Theſe Letters to the Sight of th' injur'd Duke, 
| As beſt ſhall ſerve our Purpoſe ; come, your Hand. 
3 Far off methinks I hear the beaten Drum; 
Come, Sir. I will beſtow you with a Friend. 7 
4 Cle aber. Lear aſleep on a Couch; Cordelia and = 
| Attendants ftanding by him. 
EO His Sleep is ſound, and may have good Effect. 
To cure his j jarring Senſes, and repair 
This Breach of Nature. 
Phi. We have employ'd the utmoſt Pow'r 4 Art, 
And this deep Reſt will perfect our Deſign. 
Cord. O Regan, Goneril! Inhuman Siſters, 
Had he not been your Father, theſe white Hairs 
Had challeng'd ſure ſome Pity ! Was this a Face 
To be expos'd againit the jarring Winds? | 
My Enemy's Dog, though he had bit-me, ſhou'd (o him: 


Goneril, 


= - Have ſtood that Night againſt my Fire,—He wakes, ſpeak 
| Gert. Madam, do you; *tis fitteſt. r 
Cora. How does my royal Lord? How fares your Ma- 


Lear. You do me Wrong to take me out o th Grave. 
Ha! is this too a World of Cruelty ? 


I know my Privilege: think not that I will 
Be us'd like a wretched Mortal? No, 
Yo more of that, =o Cord, 
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Cord. Speak to me, Sir; whom am I? 

Lear. You are a Soul in Bliſs; but I am bound 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, which my own Tears 
Do ſcald like molten Lead. 
Card. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a Spirit, I know ; where did you die? 


Cord. Still, ſtill, far wide. ( compos'd 

Phy/. Madam, he's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon grow more 

TL.ear. Where have I been? Where am I? Fair Day- 
I am mightily abus'd, I ſhou'd even die. with Pity (ge! 


To ſee another thus. I will not ſwear 
Theſe are my Hands. 
Crd. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your Hands in Bicking over me; ; nay, 
You muſt not knee]. 
Lear. Pray do not mock me. 
I am a very fooliſh fond old Man, 
Fourſcore and upward ; and to deal plainly with you, 


B I fear Tam not in my perfect Mind. by 
Cord. Nay, then farewell to Patience: Witneſs for me, | 


Ye mighty Pow'rs, I ne'er complain'd *till now! 


© Lear. Methinks I ſhou'd know you, and know this Man, 


Vet I am doubtful, for I am mainly ignorant. 
What Place this is; and all the Skill I have 
Remembers not theſe Garments ; nor do I know 


Where I did ſleep laſt Night ——Pray do not mock me, = 


Por, as I am a Man, I think that Lady 
Jo be my Child Cordelia, 
C d. O my dear, dear Father! 


Lear. Be your Tears wet? Yes faith ; pray ws not 15. 


1 know I have giv'n thee Cauſe, and am fo humbled | 
With Croftes ſince, that I cou'd aſk 

Forgiveneſs of thee, were it poſſible 

That thou cou'dſt grant it; but I'm well aſſur'd 

Thou can'it not; therefore I do ſtand thy Juſtice: 
If thou bait Poiſon for me I Will drink it, 

Bleſs thee, and die. 

Cord. O pity, Sir, a bleeding Heart, and coals.” 
This killing Language. 

Lear. Tell me, Friends, where am I? 

Gent, In your own Kingdom, Sir, 


ah. © a... 
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Tear. Do not abuſe me. 
Gent. Be comforted, good Madam, for the Violence 
Of his Diſlemper's pal ; we'll lead him in, 
Nor trouble him, *till* he is better ſettled. 
- Wilt pleaſe you, Sir, walk into freer Air? 
Lear. You mult bear with me, 1 am Old and Fooliſh. 
[They lead him „F. 
Cord. The Gods refloes you. tek J hear afar 
1 The beaten Drum. Old Ken's a Man of 's Word. 
Oh! for an Arm“ 
| Like the fierce Thunderer's, when the Earth-born Sons 
Storm'd Heav'n, to fight this injur'd Father's Battle 
That I cou'd ſhift my Sex, and dye me deep 
In his Oppoſer's Blood ! But as I may, 
With Womens Weapons, Piety and Pray*rs, | 
PII aid his Cauſe. -—You never erring Gods 
Fight on his Side, and thunder on his Foes 
Such Tempeſts as his poor ag'd Head fuſta n'd. 
IJ. Your Image ſuffers when a Monarch bleeds. 
 *Tis your own Cauſe, for that your Succours bring, 
| Revenge yourſelves, and right an injur'd . 


End we: the Fourth AR. 


e 
$.CE VE, e 
Enter Goneril and Attendants. 


gun Siſter's Pow'rs already are arrivd, 
And ſhe herſelf has piomis'd to prevent 
be Night with her Approach : Have 
| you provided _ (on 
5 7 The Banquet I be ſpoke for. EP ti- 
1 83 At my T ent? os 
* 3 | Ali. 
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Att. So, pleaſe your Grace, we have. 
San. But thou, my Priſoner, muſt prepare the Bowl | 
T hat crowns this Banquet ; when our Mirth is high, 
Ihe Trumpets ſounding, and the Flutes reply ing, 
Then is the Time to give this fatal Draught 
To this Imperious Siſter; if then our Arms ſucceed, 
Edmund, more dear than Victory, is mine; _ 
But if defeat, or Death itſelf attend me, 
T will charm my Ghoſt to think I've left behind me 
| No happy Rival. Heark, ſhe comes. [ Trumpet. [Exeunt, 
E Enter Baſtard in his Tent. _ 2 
| Baſt. To both theſe Siſters have I ſworn my Love, ä 
Each jealous of the other, as the Stung „ 
Are of the Adder; neither can be held 
If both remain alive; where ſhall I fix? : ; 
Cornawal is dead, and Regan's empty Bed 5 
Seems caſt by Fortune for me, but already eh 
I have enjoy'd her, and bright Goneril 
With equal Charms brings dear Variety, 


And yet untaſted Beauty: I will uſe | OED g 
Her Huſband's Countenance for the Battle, then * 
Uſurp at once his Bed and Throne. [Enter Officers. 


My trutty Scouts y'are well return'd ; have ye deſcry'd 
The Strength and Poſture of the Enemy! ? 
OF. We have, and were ſurpris'd to find | 
The baniſh'd Kent return'd, and at their Head; 
Vour Brother Edgar on the Rear; old Ger 
(A moving SpeQacle) led through their Ranks, $ 
Whole pow'rful Tongue, and more prevailing e, 
Have fo enraged their ruſtick Spirit, that with 
Th' approaching Dawn we mult expect their Battle. 
Bat. You bring a welcome Hearing; each to his Charge, 
Line well your | Ranks, and ſtand on your Award. 
To Night repoſe you; i'th' Morn we'll give 
The Sun a Sight that ſhall be worth his ne — [Exeunt. 


8 CE N E, a alley near the Camp. © 


Enter Edgar axd Gloſter. 
24. Here, Sir, you take the Shadow of this Tree 


— 


4 


Tl bring you Comfort. [Exit. 
. The Fortune your good Cauſe deſerves bend you. 
The Fight grows hot; the whole War's now at work, 


And the goar'd Battle bleeds in every Vein, 


And ſcorr the Ranks where deadlieſt Danger lay? 
Here, like a Shepherd, in a lonely Shade, 
Idle, unarm'd, and liſtening to the Fight; 


Foaming with Rage, tears up the batter d Ground, 
And tugs for Liberty, _ 
No more of Shelter thou blind Worm, but forth 
Too th' open Field, the War may come this Way, 


And tear the Earth; that Work befits a Mole. 


Heark A Retreat, the King has loſt, or won. [ ſounded. | 


| Ling Lear has loſt ; he and his Daughter ta'en : 
Of this moſt precious Wreck; give me your Hand. 


Flowiſh. Enter in Conqueſt, Albany, Go Regan, 


Shou'd ne'er ſurvive the Fight. Captain o'th* Guards, 
Treat well your royal Priſoners, till you have 


0 . 9 the cet aſſde. 
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For your good Hoſt; pray that the Right may thrive : 


If ever I return to you again, 


Got. Thanks, friendly Sir; 
An Alarm; after which Gloſter ſpeaks. 


Whilſt Drums and Trumpets drown loud Slaughter's Roar, 
Where's G/ofler now, that us'd to head the Fray, 


Yet the diſabled Courſer, maim'd and blind, 
When to the Stall he hears the rattling War, 


And cruſh thee into Reft.——— Here lie thee down, 


O dark Þeſpair ! When, Edgar, wilt thou come 
To pardon, and diſmiſs me to the Grave? [A Retreat 


5 1 3 ; | | 


oy Re-enter Edgar, bloody. 
E FY Away, old Man, give me your Hand, away! 


And tnis, ye Gods, is all that I can fave 


61ſt. No farther, Sir; a Man may rot, even here. 
Eg. What! In ill „Thoughts again ? Men muſt. en- 
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither. (dure 

Gloft. And that's true too. [ Exeunt. 


Baſtard. -—— Lear, Kent, Cordelia, Priſoners. 
Alb. It is enough to have conquer'd, Cruelty 
Our farther Orders, as you hold our Pleaſure. 
Gon. Heark! Sir, not as you hold our Husband's Plea- 


But 
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But as you hold your Life, diſpatch your Pris ners. 
Our Empire can have no ſure Settlement 
But in their Death; the Earth that Tovers them 
Binds faſt our Throne. Let me hear they are dead, 

Capt. I ſhall obey your Orders. 
Baſt. Sir, I approve it ſafeſt to pronounce 
Sentence of Death upon this wretched King, 

Whoſe Age has Charms in it, his Title more, 

To draw the Commons once more to his Side: 
Twere beſt prevent 
Alb, Sir, by your Favour, 
I hold you but a Subject of this war, ; 
Not as a Brother. | / 
Regan. That's as we liſt to grace him. LO 
Have you forgot that he did lead our Pow'rs; 
| Bore the Commiſſion of our Place and Perſon ? 
And that Authority may well ſtand up, 

And call itſelf your Brother. | 

Sonn. Not ſo hot, 
In his own Merits he exalts himſelf . = 
More than in your Addition, 

Enter Edgar lui. 5 

Alb. What art thou? 
Eadg. Pardon me, Sir, that I 8 to "rg 
A Prince and Conqueror, yet ere you triumph, 
_ Give Ear to what a Stranger can deliver 12 
Of what concerns you more than Triumph can. 3 

I do impeach your General there of Treaſon, e 
Lord Edmund, that _ the Name of Ghfter, = Þ 
Of fouleſt Practice gainſt your Life and Honour; 
This Charge is true: and wretched though I ſcem, . 
I can produce a Champion that will prove 
In fingle Combat what I do avouch, 
I Edmund dares but truſt his Cauſe and Sword. 
Baß. What will not Edmund dare! My Lord, I beg 
The Favour that you'd inſtantly appoint 
The Place where J may meet this Challenger, 

Whom I will ſacrifice to my wrong'd Fame: 9 
Remember, Sir, that injur'd Honour 8 nice, =” et 
And cannot brook Delay. 101 
Alb. Anon, before our Tent, P thi Army? vr. "FIR 
There let the Herald — 


1 Enough, enoug 


We: LEE 
Ede. 1 thank your Highneſs in Wy Champion' s Name: 


He'll wait your Trumpet 5 


Ab. Lead. [Z xeunt. 
Manent Lear, Kent, Cordelia, guarded. 299 
- Lewy. O Kent, Cordelia! © 


You are the only Pair that I e' er wrong'd, 
And the juſt Gods have made you Witneſſes 
Of my Diſgrace ; the very Shame of Fortune, 


To ſee me chain'd and ſhackled at theſe Years 1 


Vet were you but Spectators of my Woes, 
N ot Fellow-Sufferers, all were well! 


Cord. This Language, Sir, adds yet to our Afiaion, © 
Tear. Thou, Kent, didſt head the Troops that fought 


Expos d thy Life and Fortunes for a Maſter 8 Battle, 


That had 8 I remember) baniſh'd thee. 


Kent. Pardon me, Sir, that once I broke your Orders: 4 


Baniſh'd by you, I kept me here diſguis'd 
To watch your Fortunes, and protect your Perſon ; 


Fou know you entertain'd a rough blunt Fellow, 
One Cajus, and you thought he did you Service. 


Low. Ny cool Cajon [ have loſt him too! Mg. 


'Twas a rough Honeſty. 


Kent. I was that Cajus, 


1 3 Dif uis'd in that coarſe dreſs, to follow you. 


ar. My C 3 too ! Wer't thou my truſty Cajus 2 
Cord. Ah me, he faints! his Blood forlakes his Cheek. TR 


 _ Help, Aint 


Lear. No, no, they ſhall not ſee us weep, 


We'll ſee them rot firkt. — Guards, lead away to priſon, ny 


Come Kent, Cordelia, come; 


We two will fit alone, like Birds i'th' Cage; «TW 


When thou doſt aſk me Bleſſing, I'll kneel down 


Aud ask of thee Forgiveneſs; thus we'll live. 
| And pray, and fing, and ell ol Tales, and laugh | 


coilded Butter-flies ! hear Sycophants _ 
Tall: of Court News, and we'll talk with them too, 


4 Who loſes and who wins, who's in, who's out, 


And take upon us the Myſtery of . 
As if we were Heay'ns Spies. 


* pon ſuch Sacrifices. 


= 3 


— 


. | : 
15 


* ä 
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Tze Gods themielyes throw Intenſe. 
Lear. Have I caught ye? 

He that parts us muſt bring a Brand from Heav'n n: 
Together we'll out-toil the Spite of Hell, 
And die the Wonders of the World ; away. 
[ [Exeunt — 
 Flouriſh. Enter before the Tents, Albany, Goneril, 
Regan, Guards and Attendants; Goneril ſpeaking a- 


part to the Captain of the Guards entering. (mand 


Son. Here's Gold for thee, thou know'ſt our late Com- 
Upon your Pris' ners Lives; about it Mink, and. at 


Our Ev'ning Banquet let it raiſe our Mi 
To hear that they are dead, 


; Cape. I ſhall not fail your Orders.:. 75 
Albany, Goneril, Regan, take their Seats. 

| Alb. Now, Glofter, cruſt to thy ſingle Virtue ; for thy 
All levied in my Name, have in my Name (Soldiers, 
Took their Diſcharge : now let our Trumpets ſpeak, 


1 And Herald read out this. 1 LY [Herald reads: 


F any Man of Quality, * the Liſts of the 


Army, will maintain wpon Edmund, ſuppo:'d 


Earl of Gloſter, that be is a Sal Traitor, 
let bim appear by the. third Sound of the Trum- 


pet; he is bold in bis Defence.» 
r | [Trumpets anſever fron wil Mm, 
Enter arm d. 
Ab. Lord Edgar! 2461 


Bat. Ha! My Brother! 

This is the only Combatant that I cou'd fear, 
For in my Breaſt Guilt duels on his Side : 

But, Conſcience, what have I to do with thee? 


Ade thou thy dull legitimate Slaves; but I 


Was born a Libertine, and ſo I keep me. 

-  Edg. My noble Prince, a Word; ere we engages 
Tato your Highneſs s Hands I give this Naper; 

It will the Truth of my Impeachment ee Fon 

Whatever be my Fortune in the Fight  _ 

Alb. We hall peruſe it. | 

_ Exp. Now, Edmund, draw thy Sword, 35 
That if my Speech bas wrong'd a noble Heart, 
Thy f Arm may do thee Juſtice: Here rm Preſence. 
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Of this high Prince, theſe Queens, and this crown'd Lic, 
I brand thee with the ſpotted Name of Traitor; 
Falfe to thy Gods, thy Father, and thy Brother, 


And what is more, thy Friend, falſe this Prince: 
Tf then thou ſhar'ſt a Spark of Gloſter's Virtue, 
Acquit thyſelf ; or if hon ſhar'ſt has Ne e 

_—_ this Defiance bravely. | 


And dares Edgar, 


Ihe 222 routed Edgar, brave his Conqueror ? 
From all thy Troops and Thee I forc'd the Field: 

Thou haft loſt the gen'ral Stake, and art thou now. 
Come with thy petty ſingle Stock to * 


This after Game? 
Ea. Half-blooded Man, 
Thy Father's Sin firſt, then his Puniſhment ; 


The dark and vicious Place where he begot thee _ 
Coſt him his Eyes; from thy licentious Mother 
Thou draw'ft thy Villany; but for thy Part, 
Of Glofter's Blood, 1 hold thee worth my Sword, 


3 


Baſt. Thou bear'ſt thee on thy Mother's Piety, 
Which I deſpiſe ; thy Mother being chaſte, - 
Thou art aſſur'd thou art but G er's Son: 


But mine, diſdaining Conſtancy, leaves me 
To hope that I am iprang from nobler Blood. 
And poſſibly a King might be my Sire: 


But be my Birth's uncertain Chance as twill, 
Who 'twas that had the Hit to Father me 


1 know not; 'tis enough that IamTI: 
Of this one Thing I'm certain, — that I have 


A daring Soul, and ſo have at thy Heart. 

Sound Trumpets. | 45 (Fight, Baſtard falls, © 
Gon. and Reg. Save him, fave him. 
Gon. This was Practice, Gloflerz 


Thou won'ſt:the Field; and was not bound to Goh 


A vanquiſh'd Enemy. Thou art not conquer d, 


Put couz'ned and betray'd. 


Ab. Shut your Mouth, Lady, 


Or with this Paper I ſhall ſtop it. Dees ak, Madam 7 
Thou worſe than any Name, read thy own Evil— | 
_ Notearing, = 1 perceive you know it. 
Ven. Say, if Id 

OR” - The 
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The Laws : are mine, not thine, 
Alb. Moſt monſt'rous! Ha! Thou know 'I! it 007 
| Baff. Aſk me not what I know, 

have not Breath to anſwer idle Queſtions. 


1b. J am reſolv'd — Your Right, brave Sir, has 


conquer'd. [To Edgar. 
Along with me, I muſt conſult your Father. [ Ex. Albany 
Reg. H elp every Hand to ſave a noble Life TOON Edg. 
My half o'th' Kingdom for a Man of Skill 
To ſtop this precious Stream. 
Baß. Away ye Empiricks, 
Torment me not with your vain Offices ; 
The Sword has pierc d wo far: 3 
At laſt has got it. 
Reg. The Pride of Nature dies. 
Con. Away, the Minutes are too precious; 
Diſturb us not with thy impertinent Sorrow. 
Reg. Art thou my Rival then profeſt? 

Gon. Why, was our Love a Secret? Cou'd there be 
Beauty like mine, and Gallantry like his, 
And not a mutual Love? Juſt Nature then 
Had err'd. Behold that Copy of Perfection, 

That Youth whoſe Story will have no foul Page, 
But where it ſays he ſtoopt to Regan's Arms: 
Which yet was but Compliance, not Affection; 
A Charity to begging, ruin'd Beauty! 


Reg. Who begg'd when Goneril writ that? Rapoſa it, 
[7 brows her a Letter. : 


And let it be your Army' s Mirth, as twas 
This charming Youth's and mine, when in the Bow'r 
Hie breath'd the warmeſt Extaſies of Love 


T hen panting on my Breaſt, cry d, matchleſs Regan! ! 


That Goreril and thou ſhou'd e'er be kin! 
Gon. Die, Circe, for thy Charms are at an End; 
_ Expire before my Face, and let me free 
How well that boaſted Beauty will become 
Congealing Blood, and Death's convulſive Pangs: 
Die and be huſh'd; for at my Tent laſt Night 
Thou drank'ſt thy Pane, amidſt thy rev'ling Bowls : . 
Ha! Doll thou ſmile? Is then thy Death thy hrs yy 
oY has the truſty . made thee mad ? BY. 
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| You both deſery'd my Love, and both poſſeſt * 


Now, Edgar, thy proud Conqueſt I forgive: 
F. have Rival cas contend _ 1 in Death? 


With fancy'd Freedom; Peace is us'd to lodge g 
On Cottage Straw. Thou haſt the Beggar's Bed, 
Therefore ſhould'ſt have the Beggar's careleſs Thought: 


What Fate has ſeiz'd thee in this general Wreck 
I know not, but I know thou muſt be wretched, 


| Of Death o er- ſpreads the Place.— Ha! Who are theſe? 


8 In Part, the Beſt of your Reward's to come. {halts. 


1 Puſh, puſh the Battle, and the Day's our own. 
Their Ranks are broke, down with Aubany. 


I was this very Minute on the Chace; To 
And now a Priſoner here. nn mean the Slaves ? 23 
| * ou will not murder me? 


King LEAR. 5 
Reg. Thou com'ſt as ſnort of me in thy Revenge, 
As in my G/efter's Love; my Jealouſy 
Inſpir'd me to prevent thy feeble Malice, 


And poiſon thee at thy own Banquet. 
Gon. Ha! 


Baſt. No more, my Queens, of this untimely Stifez 


Come, Soldiers, bear me in; and let 
Your Royal Preſence grace my laſt Minutes ; 


Who wou'd not chuſe, like me, to yield his Breath, 


SCENE, 1 üb N 


Lee aflerp, with his Head on Cordelia's Lap: 


Cord. What Toils, thou wretched King, haſt thou ens 
To make thee draw, in Chains, a Sleep ſo ſound? Guard | 
Thy better Angel charm thy raviſh'd Mind 


And now, my Edgar, 1 remember thee : 


Becauſe Cordelia holds thee dear. PE 
O Gods! A ſudden Gloom o'er-whelms me, and the 


Enter Captain and Officers with Cords. 
Capt. Now, Sirs, diſpatch ; already you are Paid 


Lear. Charge, charge upon their Flank, their laſt Wang 
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Who holds ny Hands ?—O thou deceiving Sleep, | 
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j : 
s 
* 

= - 

8 4 

: 

* 

z ＋ 

* 

5 

4 

o 

| 

5 

: 

| 

1 

i 

2 «4 

s : 

+ 

Ty 

"2 - 

1 

* 

1 

1 

: 

= - 

| 

' "IF 

; : 

. 

F he 
3 
2 A* 

(2 


66 The HISTORY of 


Card. Help, Earth and H eaven ! 


For your Souls ſake, dear Sirs, and for the Gods: 


OF. No Tears, good Lady; no Pleading againſt Gold 


Come, Sirs, make ready your Cords. (and Preferment. 


Cord. You, Sir, I'll ſeize, 


| You have a human Form, and if no Prayers 8 
Can touch your Soul to ſpare a poor King's Life, 


If there be any thing that you hold dear, 


By that I beg you to diſpatch me firſt. 


Capt, Comply with her Requeſt ; diſpatch her firſt. 
Lear. Off Hell-Hounds, by the Gods I charge you - ep 
(her; 


: "Ts my Cordelia, my true _ Daughter ; 


No pity ?——Nay, then take an old Man's Vengeance, 
 Snatches à Partiſan, and firikes docun tao of them; 
the reſt quit Cordelia, and turn upon him. 
2 Edgar aud Albany. 
Eq. Death! Hell! Ve Vultures, hold your r 
8 
Capt. By whoſe Command? 
_ £ag. Behold the Duke, your Lord. 
Alb. Guards, ſeize thoſe Inſtruments of Cruelty. | 
Cord. My Edgar, Oh! | 
Ede. My Jane Cordelia! Lucky was the Minute 


old our Approach; the Gods have weigh'd our Suff rings; 
W' are paſt the Fire, and now muſt ſhine to Ages. | 


Gent, Look here, my Lord, ſee where the generous . 


Has flain two of em. „„ (King 


Lear. Did I not, Fellow ? 


I've ſeen the Day, with my ſl brag Faulchion 


I cou'd have made em wor; I am Old now, 
And theſe vile Croſſes ſpoil me; out of Breath, 


Fie, oh! quite out of Breath, and ſpent. 


Alb. Bring in old Kent; and, Eagar, wo you hither 


Your Father, whom you faid was near ; [Exit Edgar, 
He may be an Ear-Witneſs at the leaſt 


Of our Proceedings. kent brought in heres 


Lear. Who are you? 
My Eyes are none o'th' beſt, PII tel you freight; 3 


Oh Albany] Well, Sir, we are your Captives, 0 + | 
And you are come to fee Death paſs upon us. 
Why 1 this Delay? Or is't your Highneſs" 8 diesue 
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To give us firſt the Torture? Say ye ſo? FOR 
Why here's old Kent and I, as tough a Pair 

As e'er bore Tyrant's Stroke.—But my Cordelia, 
My poor Cordelia here, O pit 2 
Alb. Take off their Chains. Thou injur'd Majeſty, - 
The Wheel of Fortune now has made her Circle, 

And Bleſſings yet ſtand *twixt thy Grave and the. 

Lear. Com'ſt thou, inhuman Lord, to ſooth us back 
To a Fool's Paradiſe of Hope, to make 

Our Doom more wretched ? Go to, we are too well 

| Acquainted with Misfortune, to be gull'd 

With lying Hope ; no, we will hope no more. 

Aub. I have a Tale t' unfold, ſo full of Wondey 

As cannot meet an eaſy Faith; 

But by that Royal injur'd Head tis true. 

Kent. What wou'd your Highneſs ? ; 
Alb. Know, the noble Edgar | 
Impeach'd Lord Edmund, Since the Fight, of Treaſon; | 
And dar'd him for the Proof to ſingle Combat. 
In which the Gods confirm'd his Charge by Conquelty 

I left ev'n now the Traitor wounded mortally 1 
Lear. And whither tends this Story ? 
Alb. Ere they fought, | 
Lord Eagar gave into my Hand this Pager's ; 
A blacker Scroll of Treaſon and of Luſt, 
Than can be found in the Records of Hell K 
There, ſacred Sir, behold the Character 


Of Goneril, the worſt of Daughters, ber. 


More vicious Wife. 
Cord. Cou'dithere be yet Addition to their Guilt 1 


= What will not they that wrong a Father do? 


Alb. Since then my Injuries, Lear, fall in with thine, 
I have reſolv'd the ſame Redreſs for both. 
Kent. What ſays my Lord? | 
Cord. Speak, for methought I dead 
; The charming Voice of a deſcending God. 

| Alb. The Troops, by Edmund rais'd, I Py dif 
Thoſe that remain are under my Command. = 
What Comfort may be brought to chear your Age, 
And heal your ſavage Wrongs, ſhall be 1 
Fargo your Majeſty we do refign 9 
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' Your Kingdom, fave what Part yourſelf confer 


Let the S 


| Leading his Eyeleſs Father. O my _ 
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On us in Marriage. 

Kent. Hear you that, my Liege ? 
Cord. Then they are Gods, and Virtue i is their Care. | ; 
Lear. 4 poſſible? 

ha ſtop their Courle, the San make hal t, 

The Winds be hated, the Seas and Fountains reſt ; 3 

All Nature pauſe, and liſten to the Change. 

Where is my Kent, my Cajus. ? 

Kent. Here, my Liege. 
Lear. Why I have News that wil recall thy Youth : 


Ha! Did'f thou hear't, or did th' inf} * Gods 
| Whiſper to me alone? Old Lear ſhall | 


A King agam. 
Kent. The Prince, that like a God hes Pow! 75 . faid i it, 
Lear. Cordelia then ſhall be a Queen, mark that: 
Cordelia ſhall be a Queen; Winds catch the Sound, 
Apd bear it on your roſy Wings to Heav'n— _ 


; Cordelia i is a Queen. . 


Re-enter Edgar with Gloſter. 
A. Look, Sir, where pious Zagar comes, 


His wond' rous Story well deſerves your 2 


What he has done and ſuffer'd for your Sake, 
What for the fair Cor delia's, 


Glas. Where's my Liege? Conduct me to his 8 to 


His ſecond Birth of Empire: My dear Edgar (hail 
Flas, with himſelf, reveal'd the King's bel Reſtauration. 


Lear. My poor dark Glofter. 
_ Gloſs. O let me kiſs that once more ſcepter'd Hand! 
Lear. Hold, thou miſtake'ſt the Majeſty, kneel here; 


| Cordelia has our Pow'r, Cordelia's Queen. 
Speak, is not that the noble ſuPring Edgar ? 


| Gloft. My pious Son, more dear than my loſt Eyes. 
Lear. | wrong'd him too, but here's the fair Amends, 
Eag. Your Leave, my Liege, for an unwelcome Meſſage. 


| Fdmund (but that's a J Trifle) is expired. 


What more will touch you, your imperious Daughters, 
Goneril and haughty Regan, both are dead, 


Each by the other poiſon'd at a Ro! 


T his, lying, wy confeſo d. 


e * 


For all my Suff rings paſt. 


Cord. O fatal Period of ill-govern'd Life! - 
© Lear, Ingrateful as they were, my Heart feels yet 
A Pang of Nature for their — Fall — 
But, Edgar, I defer ay Joys too long: 

Thou ſerv'dſt diftreſs'd Cordelia; take her crown'd, 
Th' imperial Grace freſh blooming on her Brow ; 
Nay, Glaſter, thou haſt here a Father's Right, 

Thy helping Hand t'heap Bleſſings on their Heads. 
Kent. Old Kent throws in his hearty Wiſhes too. 

| FE dap. The Gods and you too largely recompence 

What I have done; the Gift ſtrikes Merit dumb. + 
Cord. Nor do I bluſh to own myſelf o' er- paid 8 
Glaſt. Now, gentle Gods, give Gloſter his Diſcharge. 
Lear. No, Gloſter, thou haſt Buſineſs yet for Liſe; 

Thou, Kent, and I, retir'd to ſome cloſe Cell, 

Will gently paſs our ſhort Reſerves of Time 

In calm RefleQions on our Fortunes paſt, 


: | Cheer'd with Relation of the proſperous Reign 


Of this celeſtial Pair; thus our Remains 
Shall in an even Courſe of Thoughts be paſt, 


Enjoy the preſent Hour, nor fear the laft. 


Eag. Our drooping Country now erects her Head, 

Peace ſpreads her balmy Wings, and Plenty blooms. 

Divine Cordelia, all the Gods can witnels 

How much thy Love to Empire I prefer! 

Thy bright Example ſhall convince the World 

(Whatever Storms of Fortune are decreed) --i**;: 
That Truth and Virtue ſhall at laſt ſucceed. ..:. 


5 We are not quite ſo coy, nor you fo faut. LO T 
We talk of Nuneries——}ut, to be fare, } | 


EPILO G UE, 


| Spoken by Mrs, Banay, 


| po the reigning Si : oth Age, 
Will ſcarce endure true Lovers on the Stage ; 
You hardly ev'n in Plays with ſuch diſpence, 
And Poets kill * em in their own Defence. 
| Yet one bold Proof 1 Was reſolv'd to give, 
Wai I cou'd three Hours Conſtancy cus. live. 
2. ou fear, perhaps, whi N on the Stage 0? are made 


: . Such Saints, We ſoall indeed take up the T rade: 


== Sometimes We threaten, —but our Vi rtue may 


For Truth (7 fear ) with your Pit- Palour weigh: 
For 0 not to flatter either) 1 much doubt 


N 
' 


When we are off the Stage, and you are out, © 


Wheever li ves to ſee 15 cloiſter 4 there, 
Mo Hope to meet our Criticks at x Tunis, 


k 


1 The Play your Tudgment dans not you the Ply. 


EPILOGUE. 
For Shame give over this inglorious Trade 
O worrying Poets, andego maul my Alcade. | 
Well—fince y are all for bluſt'ring in the Pit, 
7. he Play s Reviver bumbly does admit 
Your abSlute Pow'r to damn his Part of it. 
But fill fo many Maſter- T ouches Hine 
py Of that vaſt Hand that firſt laid this Deſign, 2 
Tat in great: Shakeſ pear's Right, hes bold 10 Jay, | 
| If you like nothing you have ſeen To-day, 
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